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CHAPTEK XVII. 

IN WHICH THE STOEY PAUSES A LITTLR 

"This Eector of Broxton is little better than a 
pagan ! '* I hear one of my lady readers exclaim. 
" How much more edifying it would have been if 
you had mdde him give Arthur some truly spiritual 
advice. You might have put into his mouth the 
most beautiful things — quite as good as reading a 
sermon."' 

Certainly I could, my fair critic, if I were a clever 
novelist, not obliged to creep servilely after nature 
and fact, but able to represent things as they never 
have been and never will be. Then, of course, my 
characters would be entirely of my own choosing, 
and I could select the most unexceptionable type of 

VOL. n. A 



2 ADAM BEDE. 

clergyman, and put my own admirable opinions into 
his mouth on all occasions. But you must have 
perceived long ago that I have no such lofty voca- 
tion, and that I aspire to give no more than a faith- 
ful account of men and things as they have mirrored 
themselves in my mind. The mirror is doubtless 
defective; the outlmes will sometimes be disturbed; 
the reflection faint or confused ; but I feel as much 
bound to tell you, as precisely as I can, what that 
reflection is, as if I were in the witness-box narrating 
my experience on oath. 

Sixty years ago — it is a long time, so no wonder 
things have changed — all clergymen .were not zeal- 
ous ; indeed, there is reason to believe that the 
number of zealous clergymen was small, and it is 
probable that if one among the small minority had 
owned the livings of Broxton and Hayslope in the 
year 1799, you would have liked him no better than 
you like Mr Irwine. Ten to one, you would have 
thought him a tasteless, indiscreet, methodistical 
man. It is so very rarely that facts hit that nice me- 
dium required by our own enlightened opinions and 
refined taste ! Perhaps you will say, " Do improve 
the facts a little, then ; make them more accordant 
with those correct views which it is our privilege to 
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possess. The world is not just what we like ; do 
touch it up with a tasteful pencil, and make believe 
it is not quite such a mixed, entangled affair. Let 
all people who hold unexceptionable opinions act 
unexceptionably. Let your most faulty characters 
always be on the wrong side, and your virtuous ones 
on the right. Then we shall see at a glance whom 
we are to condemn, and whom we are to approve. 
Then we shall be able to admire, without the slight- 
est disturbance of our prepossessions : we shall hate 
and despise with that true ruminant relish which 
belongs to undoubting confidence." 

But, my good friend, what will you do then with 
your fellow-parishioner who opposes your husband 
in the vestry? — with your newly appointed vicar, 
whose style of preaching you find painfully below 
that of his regretted predecessor ? — with the honest 
servant, who worries your soul with her one failing? 
— ^with your neighbour, Mrs Green, who was really 
kind to you in your last illness, but has said several 
ill-natured things about you since your convales- 
cence ? — ^nay, with your excellent husband himself, 
who has other irritating habits besides that of not 
wiping his shoes ? These fellow-mortals, every one, 
must be accepted as they are: you can neither 
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straighten their noses, nor brighten their wit, nor 
rectify their dispositions ; and it is these people — 
amongst whom your life is passed — ^that it is needful 
you should tolerate, pity, and love : it is these more 
or less ugly, stupid, iuconsistent people, whose move- 
ments of goodness you should be able to admire — 
for whom you should cherish all possible hopes, all 
possible patience. And I would not, even if I had 
the choice, be the clever novelist who could create a 
world so much better than this, in which we get up 
in the morning to do our daily work, that you would 
be likely to turn a harder, colder eye on the dusty 
streets and the common green fields — on the real 
breathing men and women, who can be chilled by 
your indifference or injured by your prejudice ; 
who can be cheered and helped onward by your 
fellow-feeling, your forbearance, your outspoken, 
brave justice. 

So I am content to tell my simple story, without 
trying to make things seem better than they were ; 
dreading nothing, iudeed, but falsity, which, in spite 
of one's best eflForts, there is reason to dread. False- 
hood is so easy, truth so diflScult. The pencil is 
conscious of a delightful facility in drawing a griffin 
— ^the longer the claws, and the larger the wings, 
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the better; but that marvellous facility which we 
mistook for genius, is apt to forsake us when we 
want to draw a real unexaggerated lion. Examine 
your words weU, and you will find that even when 
you have no motive to be false, it is a very hard 
thing to say the exact truth, even about your own 
immediate feelings — ^much harder than to say some- 
thing fine about them which is not the exact trutL 
It is for this rare, precious quality of truthful- 
ness that I delight in many Dutch paintings, which 
lofty-minded people despise. I find a source of 
delicious sympathy in these faithful pictures of a 
monotonous homely existence, which has been the 
fate of so many more among my fellow-mortals 
than a life of pomp or of absolute indigence, of 
tragic sufiering or of world-stirring actions. I turn 
without shrinking, from cloud-borne angels, from 
prophets, sibyls, and heroic warriors, to an old 
woman bending over her flower-pot, or eating her 
solitary dinner, while the noonday light, softened 
perhaps by a screen of leaves, falls on her mob-cap, 
and just touches the rim of her spinning-wheel, and 
her stone jug, and all those cheap common things 
which are the precious necessaries of life to her ; — 
or I turn to that village wedding, kept between four 
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brown walls, where an awkward bridegroom opens 
the dance with a high-shonldered, broad-faced bride, 
while elderly and middle-aged friends look on, with 
very irregular noses and lips, and probably with 
quart pots in their hands, but with an expression of 
unmistakable contentment and good-wilL " Foh ! *' 
says my idealistic friend, " what vulgar details ! 
What good is there in taking all these pains to give 
an exact likeness of old women and clowns? What 
a low phase of life ! — ^what clumsy, ugly people \" 

But, bless us, things may be lovable that are not 
altogether handsome, I hope ? I am not at all sure 
that the majority of the human race have not been 
ugly, and even among those " lords of their kind,'' 
the British, squat figures, ill-shapen nostrils, and 
dingy complexions are not startling exceptions. Yet 
there is a great deal of family love amongst us. I 
have a friend or two whose class of features is such 
that the Apollo curl on the summit of their brows 
would be decidedly trying ; yet to my certain know- 
ledge tender hearts have beaten for them, and their 
miniatures — flattering, but still not lovely — are 
kissed in secret by motherly lips. I have seen 
many an excellent matron, who could never in her 
best days have been handsome, and yet she had a 
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packet of yellow love-letters in a private drawer, 
and sweet children showered kisses on her sallow 
cheeks. And I believe there have been plenty of 
yonng heroes, of middle stature and feeble beards, 
who have felt quite sure they could never love any- 
thing more insignificant than a Diana, and yet have 
found themselves in middle life happily settled with 
a wife who waddles. Yes ! thank God ; human feel- 
ing is like the mighty rivers that bless the earth : it 
does not wait for beauty — ^it flows with resistless 
force and brings beauty with it. 

All honour and reverence to the divine beauty of 
form ! Let us cultivate it to the utmost in men, 
women, and children — in our gardens and in our 
houses. But let us love that other, beauty too, 
which lies in no secret of proportion, but in the 
secret of deep human sympathy. Paint us an angel, 
if you can, with a floating violet robe, and a face 
paled by the celestial light ; paint us yet oftener a 
Madonna, turning her mild face upward and opening 
her arms to welcome the divine glory ; but do not 
impose on us any aesthetic rules which shall banish 
from the region of Art those old women scraping 
carrots with their work-worn hands, those heavy 
clowns taking holiday in a dingy pot-house, those 
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rounded backs and stupid weather-beaten faces that 
have bent over the spade and done the rough work 
of the world — those homes with their tin pans, their 
brown pitchers, their rough curs, and their clusters 
of onions. In this world there are so many of these 
common, coarse people, who have no picturesque 
sentimental wretchedness ! It is so needful we 
should remember their existence, else we may happen 
to leave them quite out of our religion and philo- 
sophy, and frame lofty theories which only fit a 
world of extremes. Therefore let Art always remind 
us of them ; therefore let us always have men ready 
to give the loving pains of a life to the faithful 
representing of commonplace things — ^men who see 
beauty in these commonplace things, and delight in 
showing how kindly the light of heaven falls on 
them. There are few prophets in the world ; few 
sublimely beautiful women; few heroes. I can't 
afford to give all my love and reverence to such 
rarities : I want a great deal of those feelings for 
my everyday fellow-men, especially for the few in 
the foreground of the great multitude, whose faces 
I know, whose hands I touch, for whom I have to 
make way with kindly courtesy. Neither are pic- 
turesque lazzaroni or romantic criminals half so 
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frequent as your common labourer, who gets his own 
bread, and eats it vulgarly but creditably with his 
own pocket-knife. It is more needful that I should 
have a fibre of sympathy connecting me with that 
vulgar citizen who weighs out my sugar in a vilely 
assorted cravat and waistcoat, than with the hand- 
somest rascal in red scarf and green feathers; — 
more needful that my heart should swell with 
loving admiration at some trait of gentle goodness 
in the faulty people who sit at the same hearth with 
me, or in the clergyman of my own parish, who is 
perhaps rather too corpulent, and in other respects 
is not an Oberlin or a Tillotson, than at the deeds 
of heroes whom I shall never know except by hear- 
say, or at the sublimest abstract of all clerical graces 
that was ever conceived by an able novelist 

And so I come back to Mr Irwine, with whom I 
desire you to be in perfect charity, far as he may 
be from satisfying your demands on the clerical 
character. Perhaps you think he was not — as he 
ought to have been — a living demonstration of the 
benefits attached to a national church ? But I am 
not sure of that ; at least I know that the people 
in Broxton and Hayslope would have been very 
sorry to part with their clergyman, and that most 
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faces brightened at his approach ; and until it 
can be proved that hatred is a better thing for the 
sonl than love, I must believe that Mr Irwine's in- 
fluence in his parish was a more wholesome one 
than that of the zealous Mr Ryde, who came there 
twenty years afterwards, when Mr Irwine had been 
gathered to his fathers. It is true Mr Ryde insisted 
strongly on the doctrines of the Reformation, visited 
his flo^ck a great deal in their own homes, and was 
severe in rebuking the aberrations of the flesh — put 
a stop, indeed, to the Christmas rounds of the church 
singers, as promoting drunkenness and too light a 
handling of sacred things. But I gathered from 
Adam Bede, to whom I talked of these matters in 
his old age, that few clergymen could be less suc- 
cessful in winning the hearts of their parishioners 
than Mr Ryde. They gathered a great many notions 
about doctrine from him, so that almost every 
church-goer under fifty began to distinguish as well 
between the genuine gospel and what did not come 
precisely up to that standard, as if he had been bom 
and bred a Dissenter ; and for some time after his 
arrival there seemed to be quite a religious move- 
ment in that quiet rural district. "But,*' said 
Adam, " I've seen pretty clear, ever since I was a 
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young un, as religion's something else besides 
notions. It isn't notions sets people doing the 
right thing — ^it's feelings. It's the same with the 
notions in religion as it is with mathematics, — a 
man may be able to work problems straight oflF in's 
head as he sits by the fire and smokes his pipe; but 
if he has to make a machine or a building, he must 
have a will and a resolution, and love something 
else better than his own ease. Somehow, the con- 
gregation began to fall off, and people began to 
speak light o' Mr Ryde. I believe he meant right 
at bottom ; but, you see, he was sourish-tempered, 
and was for beating down prices with the people as 
worked for him ; and his preaching wouldn't go 
down well with that sauce. And he wanted to be 
like my lord judge i' the parish, punishing folks 
for doing wrong ; and he scolded 'em from the 
pulpit as if he'd been a Eanter, and yet he couldn't 
abide the Dissenters, and was a deal more set against 
'em than Mr Irwine was. And then he didn't keep 
within his income, for he seemed to .think at first 
go-off that six hundred a-year was to make him as 
big a man as Mr Donnithome : that's a sore mis- 
chief I've often seen with the poor curates jumping 
into a bit of a living all of a sudden. Mr Eyde 
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was a deal thought on at a distance, I believe, and 
he wrote books ; but as for mathematics and the 
natur o' things, he was as ignorant as a woman. 
He was very knowing about doctrines, and used to 
call 'em the bulwarks of the Eeformation ; but I Ve 
always mistrusted that sort o' learning as leaves 
folks foolish and unreasonable about, business. 
Now Mester Irwhie was as diflTerent as could be : 
as quick ! — he understood what you meant in a 
minute ; and he knew all about building, and could 
see when you'd made a good job. And he behaved 
as much like a gentleman to the farmers, and th' 
old women, and the labourers, as he did to the 
gentry. You never saw Mm interfering and scold- 
ing, and trying to play th' emperor. Ah ! he was a 
fine man as ever you set eyes on ; and so kind to 's 
mother and sisters. That poor sickly Miss Anne — 
he seemed to think more of her than of anybody 
else in the world. There wasn't a soul iu the parish 
had a word to say against him ; and his servants 
stayed with him till they were so old and pottering, 
he had to hire other folks to do their worf 

"Well/' I said, "that was an excellent way of 
preaching in the week-days ; but I dare say, if your 
old friend Mr Irwine were to come to life again. 
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and get into the pulpit next Sunday, you would be 
rather ashamed that he didn't preach better after 
all your praise of him." 

" Nay, nay," said Adam, broadening his chest 
and throwing himself back in his chair, as if he were 
ready to meet all inferences, " nobody has ever 
heard me say Mr Irwine was much of a preacher. 
He didn't go into deep, speritial experience ; and I 
know there's a deal in a man's inward life as you 
can't measure by the square, and say, ' do this and 
that 11 follow,' and, 'do that and this '11 follow.' 
There's things go on in the soul, and times when 
feelings come into you like a rushing mighty 
wind, as the Scripture says, and part your life 
in two a'most, so as you look back on yourself 
as if you was somebody else. Those are things as 
you can't bottle up in a * do this' and 'do that;' 
and I'll go so far with the strongest Methodist ever 
you'll find That shows me there's deep, speritial 
things in religion. You can't make much out wi' 
talking about it, but you feel it. Mr Irwine didn't 
go into those things : he preached short moral ser- 
mons, and that was alL But then he acted pretty 
much up to what he said ; he didn't set up for being 
so diflTerent from other folks one day, and then be as 
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like 'em as two peas the next. And he made folks 
love him and respect him, and that was better nor 
stirring up their gall wi' being over busy. Mrs 
Poyser used to say — ^you know she would have her 
word about everything — she said, Mr Irwine was 
like a good meal o' victual, you were the better for 
him without thinking on it, and Mr Eyde was like a 
dose o' physic, he griped you and worreted you, and 
after all he left you much the same." 

" But didn't Mr Ryde preach a great deal more 
about that spiritual part of religion that you talk of, 
Adam ? Couldn't you get more out of his sermons 
than out of Mr Irwine's ?" 

" Eh, I knowna. He preached a deal about doc- 
trines. But I've seen pretty clear ever since I was 
a young un, as religion's something else besides 
doctrines and notions. I look at it as if the doc- 
trines was like finding names for your feelings, so 
as you can talk of 'em when you've never known 
'em, just as a man may talk o' tools when he knows 
their names, though he's never so much as seen 'em, 
still less handled 'em. I've heard a deal o' doctrine 
i' my time, for I used to go after the dissenting 
preachers along wi' Seth, when I was a lad o' seven- 
teen, and got puzzling myself a deal about th' 
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Arminians and the Calvinists. The Wesleyans, you 
know, are strong Arminians ; and Seth, who could 
never abide anything harsh, and was always for 
hoping the best, held fast by the Wesleyans from the 
very first ; but I thought I could pick a hole or two 
in their notions, and I got disputing wi' one o' the 
class-leaders down at Treddles'on, and harassed him 
so, first o' this side and then o' that, till at last he 
said, ' Young man, it's the devil making use o' your 
pride and conceit as a weapon to war against the 
simplicity o' the truth/ I couldn't help laughing 
then, but as I was going home, I thought the man 
wasn't far wrong. I began to see as all this weigh- 
ing and sifting what this text means and that text 
means, and whether folks are saved all by God's 
grace, or whether there goes an oimce o' their own 
will to't, was no part o' real religion at aU. You 
may talk o' these things for hours on end, and you'll 
only be all the more coxy and conceited for 't. So 
I took to going nowhere but to church, and hearing 
nobody but Mr Irwine, for he said nothing but 
what was good, and what you'd be the wiser for 
remembering. And I found it better for my soul 
to be humble before the mysteries o' God's dealings, 
and not be making a clatter about what I could 
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never understand And they're poor foolish ques- 
tions after all ; for what have we got either inside 
or outside of us but what comes from God? K 
we've got a resolution to do right, He gave it us, I 
reckon, first or last ; but I see plain enough we 
shall never do it without a resolution, and that's 
enough for me." 

Adam, you perceive, was a warm admirer, per- 
haps a partial judge, of Mr Irwine, as, happily, 
some of us still are of the people we have known 
familiarly. Doubtless it will be despised as a weak- 
ness by that lofty order of minds who pant after 
the ideal, and are oppressed by a general sense that 
their emotions are of too exquisite a character to 
find fit objects among their everyday fellow-men. 
I have often been favoured with the confidence of 
these select natures, and find them concur in the 
experience that great men are over-estimated and 
small men are insupportable ; that if you would 
love a woman without ever looking back on your 
love as a folly, she must die while you are courting 
her ; and if you would maintain the slightest belief 
in human heroism, you must never make a pilgrim- 
age to see the hero. I confess I have often meanly 
shrunk from confessing to these accomplished and 
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acute gentlemen what my own experience has been. 
I am afraid I have often smiled with hypocritical 
assent, and gratified them with an epigram on the 
fleeting nature of our illusions, which any one mode- 
rately acquainted with French literature can com- 
mand at a moment's notice. Human converse, I 
think some wise man has remarked, is not rigidly 
sincere. But I herewith discharge my conscience, 
and declare, that I have had quite enthusiastic move- 
ments of admiration towards old gentlemen who 
spoke the worst English, who were occasionally fret- 
ful in their temper, and who had never moved in a 
higher sphere of influence than that of parish over- 
seer ; and that the way in which I have come to 
the conclusion that human nature is lovable — the 
way I have learnt something of its deep pathos, its 
sublime mysteries — ^has been by living a great deal 
among people more or less commonplace and vulgar, 
of whom you would perhaps hear nothing very sur- 
prising if you were to inquire about them in the 
neighbourhoods where they dwelt. Ten to one 
most of the small shopkeepers in their vicinity saw 
nothing at all in them. For I have observed this 
remarkable coincidence, that the select natures who 
pant after the ideal, and find nothing in panta- 
VOL. n. B 
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loons or petticoats great enough to command their 
reverence and love, are curiously in unison with 
the narrowest and pettiest For example, I have 
often heard Mr Gedge, the landlord of the Eoyal 
Oak, who used to turn a bloodshot eye on his neigh- 
bours in the village of Shepperton, sum up his 
opinion of the people in his own parish — and they 
were all the people he knew— in these emphatic 
words : " Ay, sir, I've said it often, and I'll say it 
again, they're a poor lot i' this parish — a, poor lot, 
sir, big and little/' I think he had a dim idea that 
if he could migrate to a distant parish, he might 
find neighbours worthy of him, and indeed he did 
subsequently transfer himself to the Saracen's Head, 
which was doing a thriving business in the back 
street of a neighbouring market-town. But, oddly 
enough, he has found the people up that back street 
of precisely the same stamp as the inhabitants of 
Shepperton — "a poor lot, sir, big and little, and 
them as comes for a go o' gin are no better than 
them as comes for a pint o' twopenny— a poor 
lot." 
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CHURCH. 



" Hetty, Hetty, don't you know church begins at 
two, and if s gone half after one aVeady ? Have you 
got nothing better to think on this good Sunday, as 
poor old Thias Bede's to be put into the ground, 
and him drownded i' the dead o' the night, as it's 
enough to make one's back run cold, but you must 
be 'dizening yourself as if there was a wedding 
i'stid of a funeral V 

" Well, aunt,'' said Hetty, " I can't be ready so 
soon as everybody else, when I've got Totty's things 
to put on. And I'd ever such work to make her 
stand stilL" 

Hetty was coming down stairs, and Mrs Poyser, 
in her plain bonnet and shawl, was standing below. 
If ever a girl looked as if she had been made of 
roses, that girl was Hetty in her Sunday hat and 
frock. For her hat was trimmed with pink, and her 
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ifrock had pink spots sprinkled on a white ground. 
There was nothing but pink and white about her, ex- 
cept in her dark hair and eyes and her little buckled 
shoes. Mrs Poyser was provoked at herself, for she 
could hardly keep from smiling, as any mortal is 
inclined to do at the sight of pretty round things. 
So she turned without speaking, and joined the 
group outside the house door, followed by Hetty, 
whose heart was fluttering so at the thought of some 
one she expected to see at church, that she hardly 
felt the ground she trod on. 

And now the little procession set off. Mr Poyser 
was in his Sunday suit of drab, with a red and 
green waistcoat, and a green watch-ribbon having a 
large cornelian seal attached, pendent like a plumb- 
line from that promontory where his watch-pocket 
was situated ; a silk handkerchief of a yellow tone 
round his neck, and excellent grey ribbed stockings, 
knitted by Mrs Peyser's own hand, setting off the 
proportions of his leg. Mr Poyser had no reason to 
be ashamed of his leg, and suspected that the grow- 
ing abuse of top-boots and other fashions tending to 
disguise the nether limbs, had their origin in a 
pitiable degeneracy of the human calf. Still less 
had he reason to be ashamed of his round jolly face. 
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which was good-humour itself as he said, " Come, 
Hetty — come, little uns ! " and, giving his arm to 
his wife, led the way through the causeway gate into 
the yard. 

The "little uns" addressed were Marty and 
Tommy, boys of nine and seven, in little fustian tailed 
coats and knee-breeches, relieved by rosy cheeks and 
black eyes ; looking as much like their father as a 
very small elephant is like a very large one. Hetty 
walked between them, and behind came patient 
Molly, whose task it was to carry Totty through the 
yard and over all the wet places on the road ; for 
Totty, having speedily recovered from her threatened 
fever, had insisted on going to church to-day, and 
especially on wearing her red-and-black necklace 
outside her tippet. And there were many wet 
places for her to be carried over this afternoon, for 
there had been heavy showers in the morning, 
though now the clouds had rolled off and lay in 
towering silveiy masses on the horizon. 

You might have known it was Sunday if you had 
only waked up in the farmyard. The cocks and 
hens seemed to know it, and made only crooning 
subdued noises ; the very bull- dog looked less savage, 
as if he would have been satisfied with a smaller 
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bite than usual The sunshine seemed to call all 
things to rest and not to labour : it was asleep it- 
self on the moss-grown cow-shed ; on the group of 
white ducks nestling together with their bills tucked 
under their wings ; on the old black sow stretched 
languidly on the straw, while her largest young one 
found an excellent spring bed on his mother's fat 
ribs ; on Alick, the shepherd, in his new smock-frock, 
taking an uneasy siesta, half-sitting half-standing 
on the granary steps. Alick was of opinion that 
church, like other luxuries, was not to be indulged 
in often by a foreman who had the weather and the 
ewes on his mind. " Church ! nay — I'n gotten 
summat else to think on,'* was an answer which he 
often uttered in a tone of bitter significance that 
silenced further question. I feel sure Alick meant 
no irreverence ; indeed, I know that his mind was 
not of a speculative, negative cast, and he would on 
no account have missed going to church on Christmas 
Day, Easter Sunday, and " Whissuntide." But he 
had a general impression that public worship and 
religious ceremonies, like other non-productive em- 
ployments, were intended for people who had leisure. 
" There's father a-standing at the yard gate," said 
Martin Poyser. " I reckon he wants to watch us 
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down the field It's wonderful what sight he has, 
and him turned seventy-five." 

" Ah, I often think it's wi' th' old folks as it is wi' 
the babbies," said Mrs Poyser ; " they're satisfied wf 
looking, no matter what they're looking at. It's 
God Almighty's way o' quietening 'em, I reckon, 
afore they go to sleep." 

Old Martin opened the gate as he saw the family 
procession approaching, and held it wide open, lean- 
ing on his stick — ^pleased to do this bit of work ; for, 
like all old men whose life has been spent in labour, 
he liked to feel that he was still useful — that there 
was a better crop of onions in the garden because 
he was by at the sowing — and that the cows would 
be milked the better if he staid at home on a Sunday 
afternoon to look on. He always went to church on 
Sacrament Sundays, but not very regularly at other 
times : on wet Sundays, or whenever he had a touch 
of rheumatism, he used to read the three first 
chapters of Genesis instead. 

" They'll ha' putten Thias Bede i' the ground afore 
ye get to the churchyard," he said, as his son came 
up. " It 'ud ha' been better luck if they'd ha' 
buried him i' the forenoon when the rain was fallin' : 
there's no likelihoods of a drop now ; an' the moon 
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lies like a boat there, dost see ? That's a sure sign 
o' feir weather — there's a many as is felse, but that's 
sure." 

"Ay, ay," said the son, " I'm in hopes it'll hold 
up now." 

" Mind what the parson says, mind what the 
parson says, my lads," said Grandfather to the 
black-eyed youngsters in knee-breeches, conscious 
of a marble or two in their pockets, which they 
looked forward to handling a little, secretly, during 
the sermon. 

"Dood bye, dandad," said Totty. "Me doin to 
churcL Me dot my nettace on. Dive me a pepper- 
mint." 

Grandad, shaking with laughter at this "deep 
little wench," slowly transferred his stick to his left 
hand which held the gate open, and slowly thrust his 
finger into the waistcoat pocket on which Totty had 
fixed her eyes with a confident look of expectation. 

And when they were all gone, the old man leaned 
on the gate again, watching them across the lane 
along the Home Close, and through the far gate, till 
they disappeared behind a bend in the hedge. For 
the hedgerows in those days shut out one's view, 
even on the better-managed farms ; and this after- 



ADAM BKDE. 25 

noon, the dog-roses were tossing out their pink 
wreaths, the nightshade was in its yellow andpuiple 
glory, the pale honeysuckle grew out of reach, peep- 
ing high up out of a holly bush, and over all, an 
ash or a sycamore every now and then threw its 
shadow across the path. 

There were acquaintances at other gates who had 
to move aside and let them pass : at the gate of the 
Home Close there was half the dairy of cows stand- 
ing one behind the other, extremely slow to under- 
^ stand that their large bodies might be in the way ; 
at the far gate there was the mare holding her head 
over the bars, and beside her the liver-coloured foal 
with its head towards its mother's flank, apparently 
stiU much embarrassed by its own straddling exist- 
ence. The way lay entirely through Mr Poyser*s 
own fields till they reached the main road leading 
to the village, and he turned a keen eye on the 
stock and the crops as they went along, while 
Mrs Poyser was ready to supply a running com- 
mentary on them alL The woman who manages 
a dairy has a large share in making the rent, 
so she may well be allowed to have her opinion 
on stock and their "keep" — an exercise which 
strengthens her understanding so much that she 
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finds herself able to give her husband advice on 
most other subjects. 

"There's that short-homed Sally," she said, as they 
entered the Home Close, and she caught sight of the 
meek beast that lay chewing the cud, a«id lookiag at 
her with a sleepy eye. " I begin to hate the sight o' 
the cow ; and I say now what I said three weeks 
ago, the sooner we get rid of her the better, for 
there's that little yallow cow as doesn't give half the 
milk, and yet I've twice as much butter from her." 

" Why, thee't not like the women in general," said 
Mr Poyser ; " they like the short-horns, as give such 
a lot o' milk. There's Chowne's wife wants him to 
buy no other sort.'' 

" What's it sinnify what Chowne's wife Ukes ? — a 
poor soft thing, wi' no more head-piece nor a spar- 
row. She'd take a big cullender to strain her lard 
wi', and then wonder as the scratchins run through. 
I've seen enough of her to know as I'll niver take a 
servant from her house again — ^all hugger-mugger — 
and you'd niver know, when you went in, whether it 
was Monday or Friday, the wash draggin' on to th' 
end o' the week; and as for her cheese, I know 
well enough it rose like a loaf in a tin last year. 
An' then she talks o' the weather bein' i' fault, as 
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there's folks 'ud stand on their heads and then say 
the fault was i' their boots." 

" Well, Chowne's been wantin' to buy Sally, so 
we can get rid of her, if thee lik'st," said Mr Poyser, 
secretly proud of his wife's superior power of put- 
ting two and two together ; indeed, on recent market- 
days he had more than once boasted of her discern- 
ment in this very matter of short-horns. 

" Ay, them as choose a soft for a wife may *s 
well buy up the short-horns, for if you get your 
head stuck in a bog you're legs may 's well go after 
it. Eh ! talk o' legs, there's legs for you," Mrs 
Poyser continued, as Totty, who had been set down 
now the road was dry, toddled on in front of her 
father and mother. " There's shapes ! An' she's got 
such a long foot, she'll be her father's own child." 

" Ay, she'll be welly such a one as Hetty i' ten 
years time, on'y she's got thy coloured eyes. I 
niver remember a blue eye i' my family ; my mother 
had eyes as black as sloes, just like Hetty's." 

" The child 'uU be none the worse for having 
summat as isn't like Hetty. An' I'm none for hav- 
ing her so over pretty. Though, for the matter o' 
that, there's people wi' light hair an' blue eyes as 
pretty as them wi' black If Dinah had got a bit o' 
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colour in her cheeks, an didn't stick that Methodist 
cap on her head, enough to frighten the crows, folks 
'ud think her as pretty as Hetty/' 

" Nay, nay," said Mr Poyser, with rather a con- 
temptuous emphasis, " thee dostna know the pints 
of a woman. The men 'ud niver run after Dinah 
as they would after Hetty." 

" What care I what the men 'ud run after ? It's 
well seen what choice the most of 'em know how to 
make, by the poor draggle-tails o* wives you see, like 
bits o' gauze ribbin, good for nothing when the 
colour's gone." 

" Well, well, thee canstna say but what I know'd 
how to make a choice when I married thee," said 
Mr Poyser, who usually settled little conjugal dis- 
putes by a compliment of this sort ; " and thee wast 
twice as buxom as Dinah ten year ago." 

" I niver said as a woman had need to be ugly to 
make a good missis of a house. There's Chowne's 
wife ugly enough to turn the milk an' save the ren- 
net, but she'll niver save nothing any other way. 
But as for Dinah, poor child, she's niver likely to be 
buxom as long as she'll make her dinner o' cake and 
water, for the sake o' giving to them as want. She 
provoked me past bearing sometimes ; and, as I told 
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her, she went clean again' the Scriptur, for that 
says, * Love your neighbour as yourself ;' but I said, 
' If you loved your neighbour no better nor you do 
yourself, Dinah, it's little enough you'd do for him. 
You'd be thinking he might do well enough on a 
half-empty stomach/ Eh, I wonder* where she is 
this blessed Sunday ! — sitting by that sick woman, 
I daresay, as she'd set her heart on going to all of 
a sudden," 

" Ah, it was a pity she should take such megrims 
int' her head, when she might ha' stayed wi' us aU 
summer, and eaten twice as much as she wanted, 
and it 'ud niver ha' been missed. She made no odds 
in th' house at all, for she sat as still at her sewing 
as a bird on the nest, and was uncommon nimble at 
running to fetch anything. If Hetty gets married, 
thee'dst like t' ha' Dinah wi' thee constant." 

" It's no use thinking o' that," said Mrs Poyser. 
" You might as well beckon to the flyin' swallow, as 
ask Dinah to come an' live here comfortable, like 
other folks. If anything could turn her, / should 
ha' turned her, for I've talked to her for a hour on 
end, and scolded her too ; for she's my own sister's 
child, and it behoves me to do what I can for her. 
But eh, poor thing, as soon as she'd said us ' good- 
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by/ an' got into the cart, an' looked back at me 
with her pale face, as is welly like her aunt Judith 
come back from heaven, I begun to be frightened 
to think o' the set-downs I'd given her ; for it comes 
over you sometimes as if she'd a way o' knowing 
the rights o' things more nor other folks have. But 
m niver give in as that's 'cause she's a Methodist, 
no more nor a white calf's white 'cause it eats out 
o' the same bucket wi' a black un." 

" Nay," said Mr Poyser, with as near an approach 
to a snarl as his good-nature would allow ; " I 'n no 
opinion o' the Methodists. It's on'y tradesfolks 
as turn Methodists ; you niver knew a farmer 
bitten wi' them maggots. There's maybe a work- 
man now an' then, as isn't over-cliver at's work, 
takes to preachin' an' that, like Seth Bede. But you 
see Adam, as has got one o' the best head-pieces 
hereabout, knows better ; he's a good Churchman, 
else I'd niver encourage him for a sweetheart for 
Hetty." 

" Why, goodness me," said Mrs Poyser, who had 
looked back while her husband was speaking, " look 
where Molly is with them lads. They're the field's 
length behind us. How could you let 'em do so, 
Hetty? Anybody might as well set a pictur to 
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watch the chfldren as yoiL Eun back, and tell 
'em to come on/' 

Mr and Mrs Poyser were now at the end of the 
second field, so they set Totty on the top of one of 
the large stones forming the true Loamshire stile, 
and awaited the loiterers ; Totty observing with com- 
placency, " Dey naughty, naughty boys — ^me dood/' 

The fact was that this Sunday walk through the 
fields was fraught with great excitement to Marty 
and Tommy, who saw a perpetual drama going on 
in the hedgerows, and could no more refrain from 
stopping and peeping than if they had been a couple 
of spaniels or terriers. Marty was quite sure he saw a 
yellowhammer on the boughs of the great ash, and 
while he was peeping, he missed the sight of a 
white-throated stoat, which had run across the path 
and was described with much fervour by the junior 
Tommy. Then there was a little greenfinch, just 
fledged, fluttering along the ground, and it seemed 
quite possible to catch it, jtill it managed to flutter 
under the blackberry bush. Hetty could not be got 
to give any heed to these things, so Molly was called 
on for her ready sympathy, and peeped with open 
mouth wherever she was told, and said " Lawks ! " 
whenever she was expected to wonder. 
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Molly hastened on with some alarm when Hetty 
had come back and called to them that her amit was 
angry ; but Marty ran on first, shouting, " We've 
found the speckled turkey's nest, mother ! " with 
the instinctive confidence that people who bring 
good news are never in fault. 

"Ah," said Mrs Poyser, really forgetting all dis- 
cipline in this pleasant surprise, "that's a good lad ; 
why, where is it ? " 

" Down in ever such a hole, und^r the hedge. I 
saw it first, looking after the greenfinch, and she 
sat on th' nest." 

" You didn't frighten her, I hope," said the 
mother, " else she'll forsake it." 

" No, I went away as still as still, and whispered 
to MoUy— didn't I, Molly?" 

"Well, well, now come on," said Mrs Poyser, 
" and walk before father and mother, and take your 
little sister by the hand. We must go straight on 
now. Good boys don't look after the birds of a 
Sunday." 

"But, mother," said Marty, " you said you'd give 
half- a- crown to find the speckled turkey's nest. 
Mayn't I have the half-crown put into my money- 
box?" 
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** WeTl see about that, my lad, if you walk along 
now, like a good boy*/' 

The father and mother exchanged a significant 
glance of amusement at their eldest-bom's acuteness ; 
but on Tommy's round face there was a doud. 

" Mother,'' he said, half-crying, " Marty's got ever 
so much more money in his box nor I've got in 
mine." 

" Munny, me want half-a-toun in my bots," said 
Totty. 

" Hush, hush, hush," said Mrs Poyser, " did ever 
anybody hear such naughty children ? Nobody shall 
ever see their money-boxes any more, if they don't 
make haste and go on to church." 

This dreadful threat had the desired effect, and 
through the two remaining fields the three pair of 
small legs trotted on without any serious interrup- 
tion, notwithstanding a small pond full of tadpoles, 
alias " bullheads," which the lads looked at wistfully. 

The damp hay that must be scattered and turned 
afresh to-morrow was not a cheering sight to Mr 
Poyser, who during hay and com harvest had often 
some mental struggles as to the benefits of a day of 
rest ; but no temptation would have induced him to 
carry on any field-work, however early in the mom- 
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ing, on a Sunday ; for had not Michael Holdsworth 
had a pair of oxen " sweltered '*' while he was 
ploughing on Grood Friday ? That was a demon- 
stration that work on sacred days was a wicked 
thing ; and with wickedness of any sort Martin 
Poyser was quite clear that he would have nothing 
to do, since money got by such means would never 
prosper. 

"It a'most makes your fingers itch to be at the 
hay now the sun shines so," he observed, as they 
passed through the " Big Meadow/' " But it's poor 
foolishness to think o' saving by going against your 
conscience. There's that Jim Wakefield, as they 
used to call 'Gentleman Wakefield,' used to do the 
same of a Sunday as o' week-days, and took no heed 
to right or wrong, as if there was nayther God nor 
devil. An' what's he come to ? Why, I saw him 
myself last market-day a-carrying a basket wi' 
oranges in't" 

"Ah, to be sure," said Mrs Poyser, emphatically, 
" you make but a poor trap to catch luck if you go 
and bait it wi' wickednesa The money as is got 
so 's like to bum holes i' your pocket I'd niver 
wish us to leave our lads a sixpence but what was 
got i* the rightful way. And as for the weather. 
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there's One above makes it, and we must put up 
wi't : it's nothing of a plague to what the wenches 
are. 

Notwithstanding the interruption in their walk, 
the excellent habit which Mrs Poyser's clock had 
of taking time by the forelock, had secured their 
arrival at the village while it was still a quarter to two, 
though almost every one who meant to go to church 
was already within the churchyard gates. Those who 
staid at home were chiefly mothers, like Timothy's 
Bess, who stood at her own door nursing her baby, 
and feeling as women feel in that position — ^that 
nothing else can be expected of them. 

It was not entirely to see Thias Bede's funeral 
that the people were standing about the church- 
yard so long before service began ; that was their 
common practice. The women, indeed, usually en- 
tered the church at once, and the farmers' wives 
talked in an under-tone to each other, over the tall 
pews, about their illnesses and the total failure of 
doctors' stuff, recommending dandelion-tea, and 
other home-made specifics, as far preferable — about 
the servants, and their growing exorbitance as to 
wages, whereas the quality of their services declined 
from year to year, and there was no girl nowadays 



36 ADAM BEOS. 

to be trusted any further than you could see her — 
about the bad price Mr Dingall, the Treddleston 
grocer, was giving for butter, and the reasonable 
doubts that might be held as to his solvency, 
notwithstanding that Mrs Dingall was a sensible 
woman, and they were all sorry for Aer, for she had 
very good kin. Meantime the men lingered out- 
side, and hardly any of them except the singers, 
who had a humming and fragmentary rehearsal to 
go through, entered the church imtil Mr Irwine was 
in the desk They saw no reason for that prema- 
ture entrance, — ^what could they do in church, if 
they were there before service began? — ^and they 
did not conceive that any power in the universe 
could take it ill of them if they staid out and talked 
a little about " bis'ness/' 

Chad Cranage looks like quite a new acquaint- 
ance to-day, for he has got his clean Simday face, 
which always makes his little granddaughter cry 
at him as a stranger. But an experienced eye 
would have *fixed on him at once as the village 
blacksmith, after seeing the humble deference with 
which the' big saucy fellow took off his hat and 
stroked his hair to the farmers; for Chad was 
accustomed to say that a working-man must hold a 
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candle to a personage understood to be as black 

as he was himself on week-days ; by which evil- 
sounding rule of conduct he meant what was, after 
all, rather virtuous than otherwise, namely, that 
men who had horses to be shod must be treated 
with respect Chad and the rougher sort of workmen 
kept aloof from the grave under the white thorn, 
where the burial was going forward; but Sandy 
Jim, and several of the farm-labourers, made a 
group round it, and stood with their hats off, as 
fellow-mourners with the mother and sons. Others 
held a midway position, sometimes watching the 
group at the grave, sometimes listening to the 
conversation of the farmers, who stood in a knot 
near the church door, and were now joined by 
Martin Peyser, while his family passed into the 
church. On the outs^e of this knot stood Mr 
Casson, the landlord of the Donnithome Arms, in 
his most striking attitude — that is to say, with the 
forefinger of his right hand thrust between the 
buttons of his waistcoat, his left hand in his breeches 
pocket, and his head very much on one side ; look- 
ing, on the whole, like an actor who has only a 
monosyllabic part intrusted to him, but feels sure 
that the audience discern his fitness for the leading 
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business ; cnriously in contrast with old Jonathan 
Surge, who held his hands behind him, and leaned 
forward coughing asthmaticaUy, with an inward 
scorn of all knowingness that could not be turned 
into cash. The talk was in rather a lower tone 
than usual to-day, hushed a little by the sound of 
Mr Irwine's voice reading the final prayers of the 
burial-service. They had all had their word of 
pity for poor Thias, but now tbey had got upon 
the nearer subject of their own grievances against 
Satchell, the Squire s bailiff, who played the part of 
steward so far as it was not performed by old Mr 
Donnithorne himself, for that gentleman had the 
meanness to receive his own rents and make bar- 
gains about his own timber. This subject of con- 
versation was an additional reason for not being 
loud, since Satchell himself might presently be 
walking up the paved road to the church door. 
And soon they became suddenly silent; for Mr 
Irwine's voice had ceased, and the group round 
the white thorn was dispersing itself towards the 
churcL 

They all moved aside, and stood with their hats 
oflT, while Mr Irwine passed. Adam and Seth were 
coming next, with their mother between them; 
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for Joshua Eann officiated as head sexton as well 
as clerk^ and was not yet ready to follow the rector 
into the vestry. But there was a pause before the 
three mourners came on : lisbeth had turned round 
to look again towards the grava Ah ! there was 
nothing now but the brown earth under the white 
thorn. Yet she cried less to-day than she had done 
any day since her husband's death : along with all 
her grief there was mixed an unusual sense of her 
own importance in having a " burial/' and in Mr 
Irwine's reading a special service for her husband ; 
and besides^ she knew the funeral psalm was going 
to be sung for him. She felt this counter-excite- 
ment to her sorrow still more strongly as she 
walked with her sons towards the church door, and 
saw the friendly sympathetic nods of their fellow- 
parishioners. 

The mother and sons passed into the church, and 
one by one the loiterers followed, though some still 
lingered without; the sight of Mr Donnithome's 
carriage, which was winding slowly up the hill, per- 
haps helping to make them feel that there was no 
need for haste. 

But presently the sound of the bassoon and the 
key-bugles burst forth ; the evening hymn, which 



40 ADAM BEDE. 

always opened the service, had begun, and every 
one must now enter and take his place. 

I cannot say that the interior of Hayslope Church 
was remarkable for anything except for the grey 
age of its oaken pews — great square pews mostly, 
ranged on each side of a narrow aisle. It was free, 
indeed, from the modem blemish of galleries. The 
choir had two narrow pews to themselves in the 
middle of the right-hand row, so that it was a short 
process for Joshua Bann to take his place among 
them as principal bass, and return to his desk after 
the singing was over. The pulpit and desk, grey 
and old as the pews, stood on one side of the arch 
leading into the chancel, which also had its grey 
square pews for Mr Donnithome's family and serv- 
ants. Yet I assure you these grey pews, with the buflT- 
washed walls, gave a very pleasiug tone to this 
shabby interior, and agreed extremely weU with the 
ruddy faces and bright waistcoats. And there were 
liberal touches of crimson toward the chancel, for 
the pulpit and Mr Donnithome's own pew had hand- 
some crimson -cloth cushions ; and, to close the 
vista, there was a crimson altar-cloth, embroidered 
with golden rays by Miss Lydia's own hand. 

But even without the crimson cloth, the effect 
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must have been warm and cheering when Mr Irwine 
was in the desk, looking benignly round on that 
simple congregation — on the hardy old men, with 
bent knees and shoulders perhaps, but with vigour 
left for much hedge-clipping and thatching ; on the 
tall stalwart frames and roughly-cut bronzed faces of 
the stone-cutters and carpenters ; on the half-dozen 
weU-to-do farmers, with their apple-cheeked families ; 
and on the clean old women, mostly farm-labour- 
ers' wives, with their bit of snow-white-cap border 
under their black bonnets, and with their withered 
arms, bare from the elbow, folded passively over 
their chests. For none of the old people held books 
— ^why should they? not one of them could read. 
But they knew a few " good words " by heart, and 
their withered lips now and then moved silently, 
following the service without any very clear com- 
prehension indeed, but with a simple faith in its effi- 
cacy to ward off harm and bring blessing. And 
now all faces were visible, for all were standing up — 
the little children on the seats, peeping over the 
edge of the grey pews — ^while good old Bishop 
Ken's evening hymn was being sung to one of those 
lively psalm-tunes which died out with the last 
generation of rectors and choral parish- clerks. 



42 ADAM BEDE. 

Melodies die out, like the pipe of Pan, with the ears 
that love them and listen for them. Adam was not 
in his usual place among the singers to-day, for he 
sat with his mother and Seth, and he noticed with 
surprise that Bartle Massey was absent too : all 
the more agreeable for Mr Joshua Eann, who gave 
out his bass notes with unusual complacency, and 
threw an extra ray of severity into the glances he 
sent over his spectacles at the recusant Will Mas- 
kery. 

I beseech you to imagine Mr Irwine looking 
round on this scene, in his ample white surplice that 
became him so well, with his powdered hair thrown 
back, his rich brown complexion, and his finely-cut 
nostril and upper lip ; for there was a certain virtue 
in that benignant yet keen countenance, as there 
is in all human faces from which a generous soul 
beams out. And over all streamed the delicious 
June sunshine through the old windows, with their 
desultory patches of yeUow, red, and blue, that 
threw pleasant touches of colour on the opposite 
wall. 

I think, as Mr Irwine looked round to-day, his eyes 
rested an instant longer than usual on the square pew 
occupied by Martin Poyser and his family. And 
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there was another pair of dark eyes that found it im- 
possible not to wander thither, and rest on that round 
pink-and-white figure. But Hetty was at that mo- 
ment quite careless of any glances — she was absorbed 
in the thought that Arthur Donnithome would 
soon be coming into church, for the carriage must 
surely be at the church gate by this time. She had 
never seen him since she parted with him in the 
wood on Thursday eveniug, and oh ! how long the 
time had seemed ! Things had'gone on just the same 
as ever since that evening : the wonders that had 
happened then had brought no changes after them ; 
they were already like a dream. When she heard 
the church door swinging, her heart beat so she dared 
not look up. She felt that her aunt was curtsying ; 
she curtsied herself. That must be old Mr Donni- 
thome — ^he always came first, the wrinkled small 
old man, peering round with short-sighted glances 
at the bowing and curtsying congregation ; then she 
knew Miss Lydia was passing, and though Hetty 
liked so much to look at her fashionable little coal- 
scuttle boimet, with the wreath of small roses round 
it, she didn't mind it to-day. But there were no 
more curtsies—no, he was not come ; she felt sure 
there was nothing else passing the pew door but 
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the housekeeper's black bonnet, and the lady's- 
maid's beautiful straw that had once been Miss 
Lydia's, and then the powdered heads of the butler 
and footman. No, he was not there ; yet she would 
look now — she might be mistaken — ^for, after all, 
she had not looked. So she lifted up her eyelids 
and glanced timidly at the cushioned pew in the 
chancel : — ^there was no one but old Mr Donnithome 
rubbing his spectacles with Ids white handkerchief, 
and Miss Lydia opening the large gilt-edged prayer- 
book. The chiU disappointment was too hard to 
bear ; she felt herself turning pale, her lips trem- 
bling ; she was ready to cry. Oh, what shovid she 
do ? Everybody would know the reason ; they 
would know she was crying because Arthur was not 
there. And Mr Craig, with the wonderful hot-house 
plant in his button-hole, was staring at her, she 
knew. It was dreadfully long before the General 
Confession began, so that she could kneel down. 
Two great drops would fall then, but no one saw 
them except good-natured Molly, for her aunt and 
uncle knelt with their backs towards her. Molly, 
unable to imagine any cause for tears in church ex- 
cept faintness, of which she had a vague traditional 
knowledge, drew out of her pocket a queer little 
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flat blue smelling-bottle, and after mucli labour in 
pulling the cork out, thrust the narrow neck against 
Hetty's nostrils. " It donna smell/' she whispered, 
thinking this was a great advantage which old salts 
had over fresh ones : they did you good without 
biting your nose. Hetty pushed it away peevishly ; 
but this little flash of temper did what the salts 
could not have done — ^it roused her to wipe away the 
traces of her tears, and try with all her might not 
to shed any more. Hetty had a certain strength in 
her vain little nature : she would have borne any- 
thing rather than be laughed at, or pointed at with 
any other feeling than admiration ; she would have 
pressed her own nails iuto her tender flesh rather 
than people should know a secret she did not want 
them to know. 

What fluctuations there were in her busy thoughts 
and feelings, while Mr Irwiue was pronounciog the 
solemn "Absolution " in her deaf ears, and through 
all the tones of petition that followed ! Anger lay 
very close to disappointment, and soon won the 
victory over the conjectures her small ingenuity 
could devise to account for Arthur's absence on 
the supposition that he really wanted to come, 
really wanted to see her again. And by the 
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time she rose from her knees mechanically, because 
all the rest were rising, the colour had returned to 
her cheeks even with a heightened glow, for she was 
framing little indignant speeches to herself, saying 
she hated Arthur for giving her this pain — ^she 
would like him to suffer too. Yet while this selfish 
tumult was going on iq her soul, her eyes were bent 
down on her prayer-book, and the eyelids with their 
dark Mnge looked as lovely as ever. Adam Bede 
thought so, as he glanced at her for a moment on 
rising from his knees. 

But Adam's thoughts of Hetty did not deafen 
him to the service ; they rather blended with all the 
other deep feelings for which the church service 
was a channel to him this afternoon, as a certain 
consciousness of our entire past and our imagined 
future blends itself with all our moments of keen 
sensibility. And to Adam the church service was 
the best channel he could have found for his mingled 
regret, yearning, and resignation; its interchange 
of beseeching cries for help, with outbursts of feith 
and praise — ^its recurrent responses and the familiar 
rhythm of its collects, seemed to speak for him as 
no other form of worship could have done : as, to 
those early Christians who had worshipped from 
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their childhood upward in catacombs, the torchlight 
and shadows must have seemed nearer the Divine 
presence than the heathenish daylight of the streets. 
The secret of our emotions never lies in the bare 
object, but ID its subtle relations to our own past : 
no wonder the secret escapes the unsympathising 
observer, who might as well put on his spectacles to 
discern odours. 

But there was one reason why even a chance 
comer would have found the service in Hayslope 
Church more impressive than in most other village 
nooks in the kingdom — ^a reason, of which I am sure 
you have not the slightest suspicion. It was the 
reading of our friend Joshpa Eann. Where that 
good shoemaker got his notion of reading from, 
remained a mystery even to his most intimate 
acquaintances. I believe, after all, he got it chiefly 
from Nature, who had poured some of her music 
into this honest conceited soul, as she had been 
known to do into other narrow souls before hia 
She had given him, at least, a fine bass voice and a 
musical ear ; but I cannot positively say whether 
these alone had suflSced to inspire him with the rich 
chant in which he delivered the responses. The 
way he rolled from a rich deep forte into a melan- 



48 ADAM BEDS!. 

choly cadence, subsiding, at the end of the last 
word, into a sort of faint resonance, like the linger- 
ing vibrations of a fine violoncello, I can compare 
to nothing for its strong calm melancholy but the 
rush and cadence of the wind among the autumn 
boughs. This may seem a strange mode of speaking 
about the reading of a parish clerk — a man in rusty 
spectacles, with stubbly hair, a large occiput, and a 
prominent crown. But that is Nature's way : she 
will allow a gentleman of splendid physiognomy and 
poetic aspirations to sing woefully out of tune, and 
not give him the slightest hint of it ; and takes care 
that some narrow-browed fellow, trolling a ballad 
in the comer of a pot-house, shall be as true to his 
intervals as a bird. 

Joshua himself was less proud of his reading than 
of his singing, and it was always with a sense of 
heightened importance that he passed from the desk 
to the quire. Still more to-da^ : it was a special 
occasion ; for an old man, familiar to all the parish, 
had died a sad death — ^not in his bed, a circumstance 
the most painfal to the mind of the peasant — ^and 
now the funeral psalm was to be sung in memory 
of his sudden departure. Moreover, Bartle Massey 
was not at church, and Joshua's importance in the 
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choir suffered no eelipsa It was a solemn minor 
strain they sang. The old psalm-tunes have many 
a wail among them^ and the words — 

" Thou sweep'st us off as with a flood ; 
We -vanish hence like dreams" — 

seemed to have a closer application than usual, in 
the death of poor Thias. The mother and sons 
listened, each with peculiar feelings. Lisbeth had 
a vague belief that the psalm was doing her husband 
good ; it was part of that decent burial which she 
would have thought it a greater wrong to withhold 
from him than to have caused him many unhappy 
days whUe he was living. The more there was said 
about her husband, the more there was done for him, 
surely the safer he would be. It was poor lisbeth's 
blind way of feeling that human love and pity are a 
groimd of faith in some other love. Seth, who was 
easily touched, shed tears, and tried to recall, as he 
had done continually since his father's death, all 
that he had heard of the possibility that a single 
moment of consciousness at the last might be a 
moment of pardon and reconcilement ; for was it 
not written in the very psalm they were singing, 
that the Divine dealings were not measured and 
circumscribed by time? Adam had never been 
VOIi.II. D 
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unable to join in a psalm before. He had known 
plenty of trouble and vexation since he had been a 
lad; but this was the first sorrow that had hemmed 
in his voice, and strangely enough it was sorrow 
because the chief source of his past trouble and vexa- 
tion was for ever gone out of his reacL He had 
not been able to press his father's hand before their 
parting, and say, " Father, you know it was aU right 
between us ; I never forgot what I owed you when 
I was a lad ; you forgive me if I've been too hot 
and hasty now and then I" Adam thought but 
little to-day of the hard work and the earnings he 
had spent on his father: his thoughts ran constantly 
on what the old man's feelings had been in moments 
of humiliation, when he had held down his head be- 
fore the rebukes of his son. When our indignation 
is borne in submissive silence, we are apt to feel 
twinges of doubt afterwards as to our own gen- 
erosity, if not justice : how much more when the 
object of our anger has gone into everlasting silence, 
and we have seen his face for the last time in the 
meekness of death ? 

"Ah, I was always too hard," Adam said to him- 
self " It's a sore fault in me as I'm so hot and out 
o' patience with people when they do wrong, and 
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my heart gets shut up against 'em, so as I can't 
bring myself to forgive 'em. I see clear enough 
there's more pride nor love in my soul, for I could 
sooner make a thousand strokes with th' hammer 
for my feither than bring myself to say a kind word 
to him. And there went plenty o' pride and temper 
to the strokes, as the devil vnU be having his finger 
in what we call our duties as well as our sins. May- 
hap rtie best thing I ever did in my life was only 
doing what was easiest for myself. It's allays 
been easier for me to work nor to sit still, but the 
real tough job for me 'ud be to master my own will 
and temper, and go right against my own prida 
It seems to me now, if I was to find father at home 
to-night, I should behave diflferent ; but there's no 
knowing — ^perhaps nothing 'ud be a lesson to us if 
it didn't come too late. It's well we should feel as 
life's a reckoning we can't make twice over ; there's 
no real making amends in this world, any more nor 
you can mend a wrong subtraction by doing your 
addition right" 

This was the key-note to which Adam's thoughts 
had perpetually returned since his father's death, 
and the solemn wail of the funeral psalm was only an 
influence that brought back the old thoughts with 
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stronger emphasis. So was the sermon^ which Mr 
Irwine had chosen with reference to Thias's fimeraL 
It spoke briefly and simply of the words, " In the 
midst of life we are in death" — how the present 
moment is all we can call our own for works of 
mercy, of righteous dealing, and of family tenderness. 
All very old truths — ^but what we thought the oldest 
truth becomes the most startling to us in the week 
when we have looked on the dead face of one who 
has made a part of our own lives. For when men 
want to impress us with the effect of a new and 
wonderfully vivid light, do they not let it fall on 
the most familiar objects, that we may measure its 
intensity by remembering the former dimness? 

Then came the moment of the final blessing, 
when the for ever sublime words, "The peace of God, 
which passeth all understanding,'" seemed to blend 
with the calm afternoon sunshine that fell on the 
bowed heads of the congregation; and then the 
quiet rising, the mothers tying on the bonnets of 
the little maidens who had slept through the sermon, 
the fathers collecting the prayer-books, until all 
streamed out through the old archway into the 
green churchyard, and began their neighbourly talk, 
their simple civilities, and their invitations to tea ; 
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for on a Sunday every one was ready to receive a 
gaest — ^it was the day when all must be in their best 
clothes, and their best humour. 

Mr and Mrs Poyser paused a minute at the 
church gate : they were waiting for Adam to come 
up, not being contented to go away without saying 
a kind word to the widow and her sons. 

" Well, Mrs Bede," said Mrs Poyser, as they 
walked on together, " you must keep up your heart : 
husbands and wives must be content when they've 
lived to rear their children and see one another's 
hair grey/' 

"Ay, ay," said Mr Poyser ; "they wonna have 
long to wait for one another then, anyhow. And 
ye've got two o' the strapping'st sons i* th' country; 
and well you may, for I remember poor Thias as 
fine a broad-shouldered fellow as need to be ; and 
as for you, Mrs Bede, why you're straighter i' the 
back nor half the young women now." 

" Eh," said lisbeth, "it's poor luck for the platter 
to wear well when it's broke i' two. The sooner 
I'm laid under the thorn, the better. I'm no good 
to nobody now." 

Adam never took notice of his mother's little 
unjust plaints ; but Seth said, " Nay, mother, thee 
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mnstna say so. Thy sons 'ull never get another 
mother/' 

" That's true, lad, that's true,'' said Mr Poyser ; 
"and it's wrong on us to give way to grief, Mrs Bede ; 
for it's like the children cryin' when the fathers and 
mothers take things from 'em. There's One above 
knows better nor us." 

"Ah," said Mrs Poyser, "an' it's poor work 
allays settin' the dead above the livin'. We shall 
all on us be dead some time, I reckon — it 'ud be 
better if folks 'ud make much on us beforehand, 
istid o' beginnin' when we're gone. It's but little 
good you'll do a-watering the last year's crop." 

" Well, Adam," said Mr Poyser, feeling that his 
wife's words were, as usual, rather incisive than 
soothing, and that it would be well to change the 
subject, "youll come and see us again now, I 
hope. I hanna had a talk with you this long 
while, and the missis here wants you to see what 
can be done with her best spinning-wheel, for it's 
got broke, and it'll be a nice job to mend it — 
there'll want a bit o' turning. You'll come as soon 
as you can, now, will you ?" 

Mr Poyjser paused and looked round while he 
was speaking, as if to see where Hetty was ; for the 
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children were numing on before. Hetty was not 
without a companion, and she had, besides, more 
pink and white about her than ever; for she held 
in her hand the wonderful pink-and- white hot- 
house plant, with a very long name — a Scotch name, 
she supposed, since people said Mr Craig the 
gardener was Scotch. Adam took the opportimity 
of looking round too ; and I am sure you will not 
require of him that he should feel any vexation 
in observing a pouting expression on Hetty's face 
as she Hstened to the gardener's small-talk. Yet in 
her secret heart she ovas glad to have him by her 
side, for she would perhaps learn from him how it 
was Arthur had not come to church. Not that she 
eared to ask him the question, but she hoped the 
information would be given spontaneously ; for Mr 
Craig, like a superior man, was very fond of giving 
information. 

Mr Craig was never aware that his conversation 
and advances were received coldly, for to shift one's 
point of view beyond certain limits is impossible to 
the most liberal and expansive mind : we are none 
of us aware of the impression we produce on Bra- 
zilian monkeys of feeble understanding — ^it is pos- 
sible ,they see hardly anything in us. Moreover, Mr 
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Craig was a man of sober passions, and was already 
in his tenth year of hesitation as to the relative 
advantages of matrimony and bachelorhood. It is 
true that, now and then, when he had been a little 
heated by an extra glass of grog, he had been heard 
to say of Hetty that the '* lass was well enough," 
and that *' a man might do worse ;"" but on con- 
vivial occasions men are apt to express themselves 
strongly. 

Martin Foyser held Mr Craig in hononr, as a man 
who " knew his business,'' and who had great lights 
concerning soils and compost ; but he was less of 
a fjBivourite with Mrs Poyser, who had more than 
once said in confidence to her husband, ''You*re 
mighty fond o' Craig ; but for my part, I think he's 
welly like a cock as thinks the sun's rose o' purpose 
to hear him crow." For the rest, Mr Craig was an 
estimable gardener, and was not without reasons 
for having a high opinion of himself. He had also 
high shoulders and high cheek-bones, and hung his 
head forward a little, as he walked along with his 
hands in his breeches pockets. I think it was his 
pedigree only that had the advantage of being 
Scotch, and not his " bringing up ;" for except that 
he had a stronger burr in his accent, his speech 
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differed little from that of the Loamshire people 
about him. But a gardener is Scotch, as a French 
teacher is Parisian. 

" Well, Mr Poyser/' he said, before the good slow 
fiurmer had time to speak, " yell not be carrying your 
hay to-morrow, I'm thinking: the glass sticks at 
^ change,' and ye may rely upo' my word as we'll 
ha' more downfall afore twenty/four hours is past. 
Ye see that darkish-blue cloud there upo' the 'rizon 
— ^you know what I mean by the 'rizon, where the 
land and sky seems to meet/' 

"Ay, ay, I see the cloud," said Mr Poyser, 
" 'lizon or no 'rizon. It's right o'er Mike Holds- 
worth's fallow, and a foul fallow it is." 

**Well, you mark my words, as that cloud 'uU 
spread o'er the sky pretty nigh as quick as you'd 
spread a tarpaulin over one o' your hay-ricks. It's 
a great thing to ha' studied the look o' the clouds. 
Iiord bless you ! the met'orological almanecks can 
learn me nothing, but there's a pretty sight o' things 
I could let them up to, if they'd just come to me. 
And how are you, Mrs Poyser? — thinkin' o' getherin' 
the red currants soon, I reckon. You'd a deal better 
gether 'em afore they're o'er-ripe, wi' such weather 
as we've got to look forward to. How do ye do. 
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Mistress Bede?" Mr Oraig continued, without a 
pause, nodding, by the waj, to Adam and Seth. 
" I hope Y enjoyed them spinach and gooseberries 
as I sent Chester with th' other day. If ye want 
vegetables while ye're in trouble, ye know where 
to come to. It's well known I'm not giving other 
folks's things away; for when I've supplied the 
house, the garden's my own spekilation, and it isna 
every man th' old Squire could get as 'ud be equil 
to th' undertaking, let alone asking whether he'd 
be willing. I've got to run my calkilation fine, I 
can tell you, to make sure o' getting back the money 
as I pay the Squire. I should like to see some o' 
them fellows as make th' ahnanecks looking as far 
before their noses as I've got to do every year as 
comes." 

" They look pretty fur, though," said Mr Poyser, 
turning his head on one side, and speaking in rather 
a subdued reverential tone. " Why, what could come 
truer nor that pictur o' the cock wi' the big spurs, 
as has got it's head knocked down wi* th' anchor, 
an' the firin', and the ships behind? Why, that 
pictur was made afore Christmas, and yit it's come as 
true as th' Bible. Why, th' cock's France, an' th' 
anchor's Nelson — an' they told us that beforehand." 
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" Pee — ee-eh ! " said Mr Craig. " A man doesna 
want to see fiir to know as th' English 'nil beat the 
FrencL "Why, I know upo' good authority as it's a 
big Frenchman as reaches five foot high, an' they 
live upo' spoon-meat mostly. I knew a man as his 
father had a particular knowledge o' the FrencL I 
should like to know what them grasshoppers are to 
do against such fine fellows as our yoimg Captain 
Arthur. Why, it 'ud astonish a Frenchman only to 
look at him ; his arm's thicker nor a Frenchman's 
body, I'll be bound, for they pinch theirselves in wi' 
stays ; and it's easy enough, for they've got nothing 
i' their insides." 

'* Where is the Captain, as he was'n at church to- 
day ?" said Adam. " I was talking to him o' Fri- 
day, and he said nothing about his going away." 

" Oh, he's only gone to Eagledale for a bit o' fish- 
ing ; I reckon hell be back again afore many days 
are o'er, for he's to be at all th' arranging and pre- 
paring o' things for the comin' o' age o' the tiiirtieth 
o' July. But he's fond o' getting away for a bit, 
now and then. Him and th' old Squire fit one 
another like frost and flowers." 

Mr Craig smiled and winked slowly as he made 
this last observation, but the subject was not devel- 
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oped farther, for now they had reached the turning 
in the road where Adam and his companions must 
say "good-by/' The gardener, too, would have had 
to turn off in the same direction if he had not accept- 
ed Mr Peyser's invitation to tea. Mrs Poyser duly 
seconded the invitation, for she would have held it a 
deep disgrace not to make her neighbours welcome to 
her house : personal likes and dislikes must not 
interfere with that sacred custom. Moreover, Mr 
Craig had always been fiill of civilities to the family 
at the Hall Farm, and Mrs Poyser was scrupulous in 
declaring that she had "nothing to say again him, 
on'y it was a pity he couldna be hatched o'er again, 
an' hatched diflferent." 

So Adam and Seth, with their mother between 
them, wound their way down to the valley and up 
again to the old house, where a saddened memory 
had taken the place of a long, long anxiety — ^where 
Adam would never have to ask again as he entered, 
*' Where's father?'' 

And the other family party, with Mr Craig for 
company, went back to the pleasant bright house- 
place at the Hall Farm — all with quiet minds, except 
Hetty, who knew now where Arthur was gone, but 
was only the more puzzled and uneasy. For it 
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appeared that his absence was quite yoluntary ; he 
need not have gone — he would not have gone if he 
had wanted to see her. She had a sickening sense 
that no lot could ever be pleasant to her again if her 
Thursday night's vision was not to be fulfilled ; and 
in this moment of chill, bare, wintry disappoint- 
ment and doubt, she looked towards the possibility 
of being with Arthur again, of meeting his loving 
glance, and hearing his soft words, with that eager 
yearning which one may call the " growing pain " of 
passioa 



CHAPTER XIX. 

ADAM ON A WOEKINa DAY. 

Notwithstanding Mr Craig's prophecy, the dark- 
blue doud dispersed itself without having produced 
the threatened consequencea " The weather," as he 
observed the next morning — " the weather, you see, 
's a ticklish thing, an' a fool 'ull hit on't sometimes 
when a wise man misses ; that's why th' almanecks 
gets so much credit. It's one o' them chancy things 
as fools thrive on." 

This unreasonable behaviour of the weather, how- 
ever, could displease no one else in Hayslope besides 
Mr Craig. All hands were to be out in the meadows 
this morning as soon as the dew had risen ; the wives 
and daughters did double work in every farmhouse, 
that the maids might give their help in tossing the 
hay; and when Adam was marching along the 
lanes, with his basket of tools over his shoulder, he 
caught the sound of jocose talk and ringing laughter 
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from' behind the hedges. The jocose talk of hay- 
makers is best at a distance; like those clumsy bells 
round the cows' necks, it has rather a coarse sound 
when it comes close, and may even grate on your 
ears painfully ; but heard from far off, it mingles very 
prettily with the other joyous sounds of nature. 
Men's muscles move better when their souls are 
making merry music, though their merriment is of 
a poor blundering sort, not at all like the merri- 
ment of birds. 

And perhaps there is no time in a summer's day 
more cheering, than when the warmth of the sun is 
just beginning to triumph over the freshness of the 
morning — when there is just a lingering hint of 
early coolness to keep off languor under the delicious 
influence of warmth. The reason Adam was walk- 
ing along the lanes at this time was because his 
work for the rest of the day lay at a country house 
about three miles off, which was being put in repair 
for the son of a neighbouring squire ; and he had 
been busy since early morning with the packing 
of panels, doors, and chimney-pieces, in a waggon 
which was now gone on before him, while Jonathan 
Burge himself had ridden to the spot on horseback, 
to await its arrival and direct the workmen. 
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This little walk was a rest to Adam, and he was 
unconsciously under the charm of the moment It 
was summer morning in his heart, and he saw 
Hetty in the sunshine : a sunshine without glare— 
with slanting rays that tremble between the deli- 
cate shadows of the leaves. He thought, yesterday, 
when he put out his hand to her as they came out 
of church, that there was a touch of melancholy 
kindness in her face, such as he had not seen 
before, and he took it as a sign that she had some 
sympathy with his family trouble. Poor fellow! 
that touch of melancholy came from quite another 
source; but how was he to know? We look at 
the one little woman's face we love, as we look at 
the face of our mother earth, and see all sorts of 
answers to our own yearnings. It was impossible 
for Adam not to feel that what had happened in 
the last week had brought the prospect of marriage 
nearer to him. Hitherto he had felt keenly the 
danger that some other man might step in and get 
possession of Hetty's heart and hand, while he him- 
self was still in a position that made him shrink 
from asking her to accept him. Even if he had 
had a strong hope that she was fond of him — and 
his hope was far from being strong — ^he had been 
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too heavily burthened with other daims to provide 
a home for himself and Hetty — ^a home such as he 
could expect her to be content with after the com- 
fort and plenty of the Farm. Like all strong 
natures, Adam had confidence in his ability to 
achieve something in the future; he felt sure he 
should some day, if he lived, be able to maintain a 
family, and make a good broad path for himself; 
but he had too cool a head not to estimate to the 
full the obstacles that were to be overcome. And 
the time would be so long ! And there was Hetty, 
like a bright - cheeked apple hanging over the 
orchard wall, within sight of everybody, and every- 
body must long for her ! To be sure, if she loved 
him very much, she would be content to wait for 
him : but did she love him ? His hopes had never 
risen so high that he had dared to ask her. He 
was clear-sighted enough to be aware that her 
uncle and aunt would have looked kindly on his 
suit, and indeed without this encouragement he 
would never have persevered in going to the Farm ; 
but it was impossible to come to any but fluctuating 
conclusions about Hetty's feelings. She was like a 
kitten, and had the same distractingly pretty looks, 
that meant nothing, for everybody that came near her. 
VOL. n. E 
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But now he could not help saying to himself 
that the heaviest part of his burden was removed, 
and that even before the end of another year his 
circumstances might be brought into a shape that 
would allow him to think of marrying. It would 
always be a hard struggle with his mother, he 
knew : she would be jealous of any wife he might 
choose, and she had set her mind especially against 
Hetty — ^perhaps for no other reason than that she 
suspected Hetty to be the woman he had chosen. 
It would never do, he feared, for his mother to live 
in the same house with him when he was married ; 
and yet how hard she would think it if he asked 
her to leave him ! Yes, there was a great deal of 
pain to be gone through with his mother, but it 
was a case in which he must make her feel that his 
will was strong — ^it would be better for her in the 
end. For himself, he would have liked that they 
should all live together till Seth was married, and 
they might have built a bit themselves to the old 
house, and made more room. He did not like " to 
part wi' th' lad : " they had hardly ever been sepa- 
rated for more than a day since they were bom. 

But Adam had no sooner caught his imagination 
leaping forward in this way — ^making arrangements 
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i for an uncertain future — ^than he checked himself. 

"A pretty building I'm making, without either 

" bricks or timber. I'm up in the garret already, 

and haven't so much as dug the foundation." 
Whenever Adam was strongly convinced of any 
proposition, it took the form of a principle in his 
mind : it was knowledge to be acted on, as much as 
the knowledge that damp will cause rust Perhaps 
here lay the secret of the hardness he had accused 
himself of : he had too little fellow-feeling with the 
weakness that errs in spite of foreseen consequences. 

[" Without this fellow-feeling, how are we to get 

^ enough patience and charity towards our stum- 

bling, falling companions in the long and changeful 
journey? And there is but one way in which a 
strong determined soul can learn it — ^by getting his 
heart-strings bound round the weak and erring, so 
that he must share not only the outward con- 
sequence of their error, but their inward suffering. 
That is a long and hard lesson, and Adam had at 
present only learned the alphabet of it in his father's 
sudden death, which, by annihilating in an instant 

* aU that had stimulated hk indignation, had sent a 

sudden rush of thought and memory over what had 
claimed his pity and tenderness. 
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But it was Adam's strength, not its correlative 
hardness, that influenced his meditations this morn- 
ing. He had long made up his mind that it would 
be wrong as well as foolish for him to marry a 
blooming young girl, so long as he had no other 
prospect than that of growing poverty with a grow- 
ing family. And his savings had been so constantly 
drawn upon (besides the terrible sweep of paying for 
Seth's substitute in the militia), that he had not 
enough money beforehand to furnish even a small 
cottage, and keep something in reserve against a 
rainy day. He had good hope that he should be 
"jBrmer on his legs" by-and-by ; but he could not 
be satisfied with a vague confidence in his arm and 
brain ; he must have definite plans, and set about 
them at once. The partnership with Jonathan 
Burge was not to be thought of at present — there 
were things implicitly tacked to it that he could 
not accept ; but Adam thought that he and Seth 
might carry on a little business for themselves in 
addition to their journeyman's work, by buying a 
small stock of superior wood and making articles of 
household furniture, for which Adam had no end of 
contrivances. Seth might gain more by working at 
separate jobs under Adam's direction than by his 
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journeyman's work, and Adam, in his over-hours, 
could do all the "nice'' work, that required peculiar 
skill. The money gained in this way, with the 
good wages he received as foreman, would soon 
enable them to get beforehand with the world, so 
sparingly as they would all live now. No sooner 
had this little plan shaped itself in his mind than 
he began to be busy with exact calculations about 
the wood to be bought, and the particular article of 
furniture that should be undertaken first — a kitchen 
cupboard of his own contrivance, with such an 
ingenious arrangement of sliding- doors and bolts, 
such convenient nooks for stowing household pro- 
vender, and such a symmetrical result to the eye, 
that every good housewife would be in raptures 
with it, and fall through all the gradations of melan- 
choly longing till her husband promised to buy it 
for her. Adam pictured to himself Mrs Poyser 
examining it with her keen eye, and trying in vain 
to find out a deficiency ; and, of course, close to Mrs 
Poyser stood Hetty, and Adam was again beguiled 
from calculationa and contrivances into dreams and 
hopes. Yes, he would go and see her this evening 
— ^it was so long since he had been at the Hall 
Farm. He would have liked to go to the night- 
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school, to see why Bartle Massey had not been at 
church yesterday, for' he feared his old friend was 
ill ; but, unless he could manage both visits, this 
last must be put off till to-morrow — ^the desire to be 
near Hetty, and to speak to her again, was too 
strong. 

As he made up his mind to this, he was com- 
ing very near to the end of his walk, within the 
sound of the hanmiers at work on the refitting of 
the old house. The sound of tools to a clever work- 
man who loves his work, is like the tentative sounds 
of the orchestra to the violinist who has to bear his 
part in the overture : the strong fibres begin their 
accustomed thrill, and what was a moment before 
joy, vexation, or ambition, begins its change into 
energy. All passion becomes strength when it has 
an outlet from the narrow limits of our personal lot 
in the labour of our right arm, the cunning of our 
right hand, or the still, creative activity of our 
thought. Look at Adam through the rest of the 
day, as he stands on the scaffolding with the two- 
feet ruler in his hand, whistling low while he consi- 
ders how a difficulty about a floor-joist or a window- 
frame is to be overcome ; or as he pushes one of the 
younger workmen aside, and takes his place in 
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upheaving a weight of timber, sajring, " Let alone, 
lad ! thee'st got too much gristle i' thy bones yet -/* 
or as he fixes his keen black eyes on the motions of 
a workman on the other side of the room, and warns 
him that his distances are not right Look at this 
broad-shouldered man with the bare muscular arms, 
and the thick firm black hair tossed about like 
trodden meadow-grass whenever he takes oflF his 
paper cap, and with the strong barytone voice 
bursting every now and then into loud and solemn 
psalm-tunes, as if seeking some outlet for super- 
fluous strength, yet presently checking himself, ap- 
parently crossed by some thought which jars with 
the singing. Perhaps, if you had not been already 
in the secret, you might not have guessed what sad 
memories, what warm affection, what tender flutter- 
ing hopes, had their home in this athletic body with 
the broken finger-nails — in this rough man, who 
knew no better lyrics than he could find in the 
Old and New Version and an occasional hymn ; 
who knew the smallest possible amount of pro- 
fane history ; and for whom the motion and shape 
of the earth, the course of the sun, and the changes 
of the seasons, lay in the region of mystery just 
made visible by fragmentary knowledge. It had cost 
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Adam a great deal of trouble, and work in over-hours, 
to know what he knew over and above the secrets of 
his handicraft, and that acquaintance with mechanics 
and figures, and the nature of the materials he 
worked with, which was made easy to him by in- 
born inherited faculty — to get the mastery of his 
pen, and write a plain hand, to spell without any 
other mistakes than must in fairness be attributed 
to the unreasonable character of orthography rather 
than to any deficiency in the speller, and, moreover, 
to learn his musical notes and part-singing. Besides 
all this, he had read his Bible, including the apocry- 
phal books ; " Poor Eichard's Almanac," Taylor's 
"Holy Living and Dying/' "The Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress,'' with Bunyan's life and " Holy War," a great 
deal of Bailey's Dictionary, "Valentine and Orson," 
and part of a " History of Babylon " which Bartle 
Massey had lent him. He might have had many 
more books from Bartle Massey, but he had no time 
for reading " the commin print," as Lisbeth called it, 
so busy as he was with figures in all the leisure 
moments which he did not fill up with extra car- 
pentry. 

Adam, you perceive, was by no means a marvellous 
man, nor, properly speaking, a genius, yet I will not 



y 



ADAM BEDE. 73 

pretend that his was an ordinary character among 
^ workmen ; and it would not be at all a safe conclusion 

that the next best man you may happen to see with 
a basket of tools over his shoulder and a paper cap 
on his head has the strong conscience and the strong 
sense, the blended susceptibility and self-command 
of our friend Adam. He was not an average man. 
Yet such men as he are reared here and there in 
every generation of our peasant artisans — ^with an 
inheritance of affections nurtured by a simple family 
life of common need and common industry, and an 
inheritance of faculties trained in skilful courageous 
labour: they make their way upward, rarely as 
geniuses, most commonly as painstaking honest men, 
with the skill and conscience to do well the tasks that 
lie before them. Their lives have no discernible echo 
beyond the neighbourhood where they dwelt, but 
you are almost sure to find there some good piece of 
road, some building, some application of mineral 
produce, some improvement in farming practice, 
some reform of parish abuses, with which their 
names are associated by one or two generations after 
them. Their employers were the richer for them, 
the work of their hands has worn well, and the work 
of their brains has guided well the hands of other 
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men. They went about in their youth in flannel or 
paper caps, in coats black with coal-dust or streaked 
with lime and red paint ; in old age their white 
hairs are seen in a place of honour at church and at 
market, and they tell their well-dressed sons and 
daughters, seated round the bright hearth on winter 
evenings, how pleased they were when they first 
earned their twopence a-day. Others there are who 
die poor, and never put off the workman's coat on 
week-days : they have not had the art of getting 
rich ; but they are men of trust, and when they die 
before the work is all out of them, it is as if some 
main screw had got loose in a machine ; the master 
who employed them says, "Where shall I find 
their like V 



CHAPTER XX. 

ADAM VISITS THE HALL FARM. 

Adam came back from his work in the empty 
waggon ; that was why he had changed his clothes, 
and was ready to set out to the Hall Farm when it 
stiU wanted a quarter to seven. 

"What's thee got thy Sunday cloose on for?'' 
said lisbeth, complainingly, as he came down 
stairs. " Thee artna goin' to th' school i' thy best 
coat?" 

" No, mother/" said Adam, quietly. " I'm going 
to the Hall Farm, but mayhap I may go to the 
school after, so thee mustna wonder if I'm a bit late. 
Seth 'ull be at home in half an hour — he's only gone 
to the village ; so thee wotna mind.'' 

"Eh, an' what's thee got thy best cloose on for to 
go to th' Hall Farm ? The Poyser folks see'd thee in 
'em yesterday, I warrand. What dost mean by 
tumin' worki'day into Sunday a-that 'n ? It's poor 
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keepin' company wi' folks as donna like to see thee 
i' thy workin' jacket." 

"Good-by, mother, I can't stay/' said Adam, 
putting on his hat and going out. 

But he had no sooner gone a few paces beyond 
the door than Lisbeth became uneasy at the thought 
that she had vexed hiuL Of course, the secret of 
her objection to the best clothes was her suspicion 
that they were put on for Hetty's sake ; but deeper 
than all her peevishness lay the need that her son 
should love her. She hurried after him, and laid 
hold of his arm before he had got half-way down to 
the brook, and said, *' Nay, my lad, thee wotna go 
away angered wi' thy mother, an' her got nought to 
do but to sit by hersen an' think on thee ?" 

" Nay, nay, mother," said Adam, gravely, and 
standing still while he put his arm on her shoulder, 
" I'm not angered. But I wish, for thy pwn sake, 
thee'dst be more contented to let me do what I've 
made up my mind to do. Ill never be no other 
than a good son to thee as long as we live. But a 
man has other feelings besides what he owes to 's 
father and mother ; and thee oughtna to want to 
rule over me body and soul. And thee must make 
up thy mind, as I'll not give way to thee where I've 
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a right to do what I like. So let us have no more 
words about it'' 

" Eh/' said Lisbeth, not willing to show that she 
felt the real bearing of Adam's words, "an* who 
likes to see thee i' thy best cloose better nor thy 
mother? An' when thee'st got thy face washed 
as clean as the smooth white pibble, an' thy hair 
combed so nice, an' thy eyes a-sparklin' — ^what else 
is there as thy old mother should like to look at 
half so well ? An' thee sha't put on thy Sunday 
cloose when theelik'st for me — 111 ne'er plague thee 
no moor about'n." 

" Well, well ; good-by, mother," said Adam, kiss- 
ing her, and hurrying away. He saw there was 
no other means of putting an end to the dialogue. 
Lisbeth stood still on the spot, shading her eyes and 
looking after him till he was quite out of sight She 
felt to the full all the meaning that had lain in 
Adam's words, and, as she lost sight of him and 
turned back slowly into the house, she said aloud to 
herself^for it was her way to speak her thoughts 
aloud in the loug days, when her husband and sons 
were at their work — " Eh, he'll be tellin' me as he's 
goin' to bring her home one o* these days ; an' she 11 
be missis o'er me, an' I mun look on, belike, while 
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she uses the blue-edged platters^ an' breaks 'em, 
mayhap, though there's ne'er been one broke sin' 
my old man an' me bought 'em at the fair twenty 
'ear come next Whissuntide. Eh!" she went on, 
still louder, as she caught up her knitting from the 
table, " but she'll ne'er knit the lads' stockins, nor 
foot 'em nayther, while I live ; an' when I'm gone, 
he'U bethink him as nobody 'ull ne'er fit 's leg an' 
foot as his old mother did. Shell know nothin' o' 
narrowin' an' heelin', I warrand, an' she'll make a 
long toe as he canna get's boot on. That's what 
comes o' marr'in' young wenches. I war gone thirty, 
an' th' feyther too, afore we war married ; an' young 
enough too. She'll be a poor dratchell by then 
she's thirty, a-marr'in' a-that'n, afore her teeth's all 
come." 

Adam walked so fast that he was at the yard gate 
before seven. Martin Poyser and the grandfather 
were not yet come in from the meadow ; every 
one was in the meadow, even to the black-and-tan 
terrier — ^no one kept watch in the yard but the 
bull-dog ; and when Adam reached the house door, 
which stood wide open, he saw there was no one in 
the bright clean house-place. But he guessed where 
Mrs Poyser and some one else would be, quite 
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within hearing ; so he knocked on the door and 
said, in his strong voice, " Mrs Poyser within ?" 

" Come in, Mr Bede, come in," Mrs Poyser called 
out from the dairy. She always gave Adam this 
title when she received him in her own house. 
"You may come into the dairy if you will, for I 
canna justly leave the cheese." 

Adam walked into the dairy, where Mrs Poyser 
and Nancy were crushing the first evening cheese. 

" Why, you might think you war come to a dead 
house," said Mrs Poyser, as he stood in the open 
doorway ; " they're all i' the meadow ; but Martin's 
sure to be in afore long, for they're leaving the hay 
cocked to-night, ready for carrying first thing to- 
morrow. I've been forced t' have Nancy in, upo' 
'count as Hetty must gether the red currants to- 
night : the fruit allays ripens so contrairy, just when 
ivery hand's wanted. An' there's no trustin' the 
children to gether it, for they put more into their 
own mouths nor into the basket ; you might as well 
set the wasps to gether the fruit" 

Adam longed to say he would go into the garden 
till Mr Poyser came in, but he was not quite cour- 
ageous enough, so he said, " I could be looking at 
your spinning-wheel, then, and see what wants doing 
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to it. Perhaps it stands in the house, where I can 
find it?" 

" No, I've put it away in the right-hand parlour ; 
but let it be till I can fetch it an' show it youL I'd 
be glad now, if you'd go into the garden, and tell 
Hetty to send Totty in. The child 'uU run in if 
she's told, an' I know Hetty 's lettin' her eat too 
many currans. I'll be much obliged to you, Mr 
Bede, if you'll go an' send her in ; an' there's the 
York an' Lankester roses beautiful in the garden 
now — you'll like to see 'em. But you'd like a drink 
o' whey first, p'r'aps ; I know you're fond o' whey, 
as most folks is when they hanna got to crush it 
out" 

" Thank you, Mrs Poyser," said Adam ; " a drink 
o' whey's allays a treat to me. I'd rather have it 
than^beer any day." 

" Ay, ay," said Mrs Poyser, reaching a small white 
basin that stood on the shelf, and dipping it into 
the whey-tub, " the smell o' bread's sweet t' every- 
body but the baker. The Miss Irwines allays say, 
' Mrs Poyser, I envy you your dairy ; and I envy 
you your chickens ; and what a beautiful thing a 
farmhouse is, to be sure!' An' I say, 'Yis; a 
farmhouse is a fine thing for them as look on, an' 
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don't know the liftin', an' the stannin'^ an' the wor- 
ritin' o' th' inside, as belongs to't.'" 

"Why, Mrs Poyser, you wouldn't like to live 
anywhere else but in a farmhouse, so weU as you 
manage it," said Adam, taking the basin ; " and 
there can be nothing to look at pleasanter nor a 
fine mUch cow, standing up to 'ts knees in pasture, 
and the new milk frothing in the pail, and the fresh 
butter ready for market, and the calves, and the 
poultry. Here's to your health, and may you allays 
have strength to look after you own dairy, and set a 
pattern t' all the farmers' wives in the country." 

Mrs Poyser was not to be caught in the weakness 
of smiling at a compliment, but a quiet complacency 
overspread her face like a stealing sunbeam, and 
gaVe a milder glance than usual to her blue-grey 
eyes, as she looked at Adam drinking thq whey. 
Ah ! I think I taste that whey now — ^with a flavour 
so delicate that one can hardly distinguish it from 
an odour, and with that soft gliding warmth that 
fills one's imagination with a still, happy dreaminess. 
And the light music of the dropping whey is in my 
ears, mingling with the twittering of a bird outside 
the wire network window — the window overlooking 
the garden, and shaded by tall gueldre roses. 

VOL. n. F 
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" Have a little more, Mr Bede?" said Mrs Poyser, 
ds Adam set down the basin. 

" No thank you ; 111 go into the garden now, and 
send in the little lass/' 

" Ay, do ; and tell her to come to her mother in 
the dairy/' 

Adam walked round by the rick-yard, at present 
empty of ricks, to the little wooden gate leading 
into the garden — once the well-tended kitchen- 
garden of a manor-house ; now, but for the hand- 
some brick wall with stone coping that ran along 
one side of it, a true farmhouse garden, with hardy 
perennial flowers, unpruned fruit-trees, and kitchen 
vegetables growing together in careless, half-neg- 
lected abundance. In that leafy, flowery, bushy 
time, to look for any one in this garden was like 
playing at "hide-and-seek." There were the tall 
hollyhocks beginning to flower, and dazzle the eye 
with their pink, white, and yellow ; there were the 
syringas and gueldre roses, all large and disorderly 
for want of trimming; there were leafy walls of 
scarlet beans and late peas ; there was a row of 
bushy filberts in one direction, and in another a 
huge apple-tree making a barren circle under its 
low-spreading boughs. But what signified a barren 
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patch or two ? The garden was so large. There 
was always a superfluity of broad beans — it took 
nine or ten of Adam's strides to get to the end of 
the uncut grass walk that ran by the side of them ; 
and as for other vegetables, there was so much 
more room than was necessary for them, that in the 
rotation of crops a large flourishing bed of groundsel 
was of yearly occurrence on one spot or other. The 
very rose-trees, at which Adam stopped to pluck 
one, looked as if they grew wild; they were all 
huddled together in bushy masses, now flaunting 
with wide open petals, almost all of them of the 
streaked pink - and - white kind, which doubtless 
dated from the union of the houses of York and 
Lancaster. Adam was wise enough to choose a 
compact Provence rose that peeped out half- 
smothered by its flaunting scentless neighbours, 
and held it in his hand — ^he thought he should be 
more at ease holding something in his hand — as he 
walked on to the far end of the garden, where he 
remembered there was the largest row of currant- 
trees, not far oflF from the great yew-tree arbour. 

But he had not gone many steps beyond the 
roses, when he heard the shaking of a bough, and a 
boy's voice saying. 
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" Now, then, Totty, hold out your pinny — ^there's 
a duck." 

The voice came from the boughs of a tall cherry- 
tree, where Adam had no difficulty in discerning 
a small blue-pinafored figure perched in a com- 
modious, position where the fruit was thickest. 
Doubtless Totty was below, behind the screen of 
peas. Yes— with her bonnet hanging down her 
back, and her fat face, dreadfully smeared with red 
juice, turned up towards the cherry-tree, while she 
held her little round hole of a mouth and her red- 
stained pinafore to receive the promised downfalL I 
am sorry to say, more than half the cherries that fell 
were hard and yellow instead of juicy and red ; but 
Totty spent no time in useless regrets, and she was 
already sucking the third juiciest when Adam said, 
" There now, Totty, you've got your cherries. Eun 
into the house with 'em to mother — she wants you 
— she's in the dairy. Run in this minute — there's 
a good little girl." 

He lifted her up in his strong arms and kissed 
her as he spoke, a ceremony which Totty regarded 
as a tiresome interruption to cherry-eating; and 
when he set her down, she trotted oflf quite silently 
towards the house, sucking her cherries as she went 
along. 
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" Tommy, my lad, take care you're not shot for 
a little thieving bird,'' said Adam, as he walked on 
towards the currant-trees. 

He could see there was a large basket at the end 
of the row : Hetty would not be far oflf, and Adam 
already felt as if she were looking at him. Yet 
when he turned the comer she was standing with 
her back towards him, and stooping to gather the 
low-hanging fruit. Strange that she had not heard 
him coming ! perhaps it was because she was mak- 
ing the leaves rustle. She started when she became 
conscious that some one was near — started so vio- 
lently that she dropped the basin with the currants 
in it, and then, when she saw it was Adam, she 
turned from pale to deep red. That blush made 
his heart beat with a new happiness. Hetty had 
never blushed at seeing him before. 

" I frightened you," he said, with a delicious 
sense that it didn't signify what he said, since 
Hetty seemed to feel as much as he did ; " let me 
pick the currants up." 

That was soon done, for they had only fallen in 
a tangled mass on the grass-plot, and Adam, as he 
rose and gave her the basin again, looked straight 
into her eyes with the subdued tenderness that 
belongs to the first moments of hopeful love. 
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Hetty did not tnm away her eyes ; her blush had 
subsided, and she met his glance with a quiet sad- 
ness, which contented Adam, because it was so 
unlike anything he had seen in her before. 

" There's not many more currants to get,'' she 
said ; " I shall soon ha' done now." 

" I'll help you,*' said Adam, and he fetched the 
large basket which was nearly full of currants, and 
set it close to them. 

Not a word more was spoken as they gathered 
the currants. Adam*s heart was too full to speak, 
and he thought Hetty knew all that was in it. She 
was not indifferent to his presence after aU; she 
had blushed when she saw him, and then there was 
that touch of sadness about her which must surely 
mean love, since it was the opposite of her usual 
manner, which had often impressed him as indiffer- 
ence. And he could glance at her continually as 
she bent over the fruit, while the level evening sun- 
beams stole through the thick apple-tree boughs 
and rested on her round cheek and neck as if they 
too were in love with her. It was to Adam the 
time that a man can least forget in after-life — the 
time when he believes that the first woman he has 
ever loved betrays by a slight something, a word. 
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a tone, a glance, the quivering of a lip or an eyelid, 
that she is at least beginning to love him in return. 
The sign is so slight, it is scarcely perceptible to 
the ear or eye — ^he could describe it to no one — 
it is a mere feather-touch, yet it seems to have 
changed his whole being, to have merged an un- 
easy yearning into a delicious unconsciousness of 
everything but the present moment. So much of 
our early gladness vanishes utterly from our me- 
mory : we can never recall the joy with which we 
laid our heads on our mother's bosom or rode on 
our father's back in childhood ; doubtless that joy 
is wrought up into our nature, as the sunlight of 
long-past mornings is wrought up in the soft mel- 
lowness of the apricot ; but it is gone for ever from 
our imagination, and we can only believe in the joy 
of childhood. But the first glad moment in our 
first love is a vision which returns to us to the last, 
and brings with it a thrill of feeling intense and 
special as the recurrent sensation of a sweet odour 
breathed in a far-oflF hour of happiness. It is a 
memory that gives a more exquisite touch to ten- 
derness, that feeds the madness of jealousy, and 
adds the last keenness to the agony of despair. 
Hetty bending over the red bunches, the level 
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rays piercing the screen of apple-tree boughs, the 
length of bushy garden beyond, his own emotion as 
he looked at her and believed that she was think- 
ing of him, and that there was no need for them to 
talk — Adam remembered it all to the last moment 
of his life. 

And Hetty? You know quite well that Adam 
was mistaken about her. Like many another man, 
he thought the signs of love for another were signs 
of love towards himself When Adam was ap- 
proaching unseen by her, she was absorbed as usual 
in thinking and wondering about Arthur's possible 
return: the sound of any man's footstep would 
have affected her just in the same way — she would 
have felt it might be Arthur before she had time to 
see, and the blood that forsook her cheek in the 
agitation of that momentary feeling would have 
rushed back again at the sight of any one else just 
as much as at the sight of Adam. He was not 
wrong in thinking that a change had come over 
Hetty : the anxieties and fears of a first passion, 
with which she was trembling, had become stronger 
than vanity, had given her for the first time that 
sense of helpless dependence on another's feeling 
which awakens the clinging deprecating woman- 
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hood even in the shallowest girl that can ever ex- 
perience it, and creates in her a sensibility to 
kindness which found her quite hard before. For 
the first time Hetty felt that there was something 
soothing to her in Adam's timid yet manly tender- 
ness : she wanted to be treated lovingly — 0, it was 
very hard to bear this blank of absence, silence, 
apparent indifference, after those moments of glow- 
ing love ! She was not afraid that Adam would 
tease her with love-making and flattering speeches 
like her other admirers : he had always been so 
reserved to her : she could enjoy without any fear 
the sense that this strong brave man loved her, and 
was near her. It never entered into her mind 
thit Adam was pitiable too — that Adam; too, must 
suffer one day. 

Hetty, we know, was not the first woman that 
had behaved more gently to the man who loved 
her in vain, because she had herself begun to love 
another. It was a very old story ; but Adam knew 
nothing about it, so he drank in the sweet delusion. 

"That'U do,'' said Hetty, after a little while. 
" Aunt wants me to leave some on the trees. I'll 
take 'em in now." 

" It's very well I came to carry the basket," said 



90 ADAM BEDE. 

Adam, " for it 'ud ha' been too heavy for your little 
arms/' 

" No ; I could ha' carried it with both hands." 

" 0, I daresay," said Adam, smiling, " and been 
as long getting into the house as a little ant carry- 
ing a caterpillar. Have you ever seen those tiny 
fellows carrying things four times as big as them- 
selves?" 

" No," said Hetty, indifferently, not caring to 
know the difficulties of ant-Ufe. 

" O, I used to watch 'em often when I was a lad. 
But now, you see, I can carry the basket with one 
arm, as if it was an empty nutshell, and give you 
th' other arm to lean on. Won't you? Such big 
arms as mine were made for little arms like yours 
to lean on." 

Hetty smiled faintly, and put her arm within his. 
Adam looked down at her, but her eyes were turned 
dreamily towards another comer of the garden. 

" Have you ever been to Eagledale ? " she said, as 
they walked slowly along. 

" Yes," said Adam, pleased to have her ask a 
question about himself; *'ten years ago, when I was 
a lad, I went with father to see about some work 
there. It's a wonderful sight — rocks and caves such 
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as you never saw in your life. I never had a right 
notion o' rocks till I went there." 

" How long did it take to get there ? '' 
" Why, it took us the best part o' two days' walk- 
ing. But it's nothing of a day's journey for any- 
body as has got a first-rate nag. The Captain 'ud 
get there in nine or ten hours, 111 be bound, he's 
such a rider. And I shouldn't wonder if he's back 
again to-morrow ; he's too active to rest long in 
that lonely place, all by himself, for there's nothing 
but a bit of a inn i' that part where he's gone to 
fisL I wish he'd got th' estate in his hands ; that 
'ud be the right thing for him, for it 'ud give him 
plenty to do, and he'd do 't well too, for all he's so 
young ; he's got better notions o' things than many 
a man twice his age. He spoke very handsome to 
me th' other day about lending me money to set up 
i' business ; and if things came round that way, I'd 
rather be beholding to him nor to any man i' the 
world." 

Poor Adam was led on to speak about Arthur be- 
cause he though Hetty would be pleased to know 
that the young squire was so ready to befriend him ; 
the fact entered into his future prospects, which he 
would like to seem promising in her eyes. And it 
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was trae that Hetty listened with an interest which 
brought a new light into her eyes and a half smile 
upon her lips. 

" How pretty the roses are now!'' Adam con- 
tiDued, pausing to look at them. " See ! I stole the 
prettiest, but I didna mean to keep it myself I 
think these as are all pink, and have got a finer 
sort o' green leaves, are prettier than the striped 
uns, don't you ? " 

He set down the basket, and took the rose from 
his button-hole. 

" It smells very sweet,"" he said ; " those striped 
uns have no smell. Stick it in your frock, and then 
you can put it in water after. It "ud be a pity to 
let it fade." 

Hetty took the rose, smiling as she did so at the 
pleasant thought that Arthur could so soon get back 
if he liked. There was a flash of hope and happi- 
ness in her mind, and with a sudden impulse of 
gaiety, she did what she had very often done be- 
fore — stuck the rose in her hair a little above the left 
ear. The tender admiration in Adam's face was 
slightly shadowed by reluctant disapproval Hetty's 
love of finery was just the thing that would most 
provoke his mother, and he himself disliked it 



ADAH BEDE. 93 

as much as it was possible for him to dislike any- 
thing that belonged to her. 

" Ah/' he said, " that s like the ladies in the pic- 
tures at the Chase ; they've mostly got flowers or 
feathers or gold things i' their hair, but somehow I 
don't like to see 'em ; they allays put me i' mind 
o' the painted women outside the shows at Tred- 
dles'on fair. What can a woman have to set her 
oflf better than her own hair, when it curls so, like 
yours ? K a woman's young and pretty, I think 
you can see her good looks all the better for her 
being plain dressed. Why, Dinah Morris looks 
very nice, for all she wears such a plain cap and 
gown. It seems to me as a woman's face doesna 
want flowers ; it's almost like a flower itself. I'm 
sure yours is." 

" 0, very well," said Hetty, with a little playful 
pout, taking the rose out of her hair. " I'll put one 
o' Dinah's caps on when we go in, and you'll see if 
I look better in it She left one behind, so I can 
take the pattern." 

" Nay, nay, I don't want you to wear a Methodist 
cap like Dinah's. I daresay it's a very ugly cap, 
and I used to think when I saw her here, as it was 
nonsense for her to dress diflTerent t' other people ; 
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but I never rightly noticed her till she came to 
see mother last week, and then I thought the cap 
seemed to fit her face somehow as th' acom-cup 
fits th' acorn, and I shouldn't like to see her so well 
without it. But youVe got another sort o' face ; 
I'd have you just as you are now, without anything 
t' interfere with your own looks. It's like when a 
man's singing a good tune, you don't want t' hear 
bells tinkling and interfering wi' the sound.'' 

He took her arm and put it within his again, 
looking down on her fondly. He was afraid she 
should think he had lectured her ; imagining, as 
we are apt to do, that she had perceived all the 
thoughts he had only half expressed. And the 
thing he dreaded most was lest any cloud should 
come over this evening's happiness. For the world 
he would not have spoken of his love to Hetty yet, 
till this commencing kindness towards him should 
have grown into unmistakable love. In his imagin- 
ation he saw long years of his future life stretch- 
ing before him, blest with the right to call Hetty 
his own : he could be content with very little at 
present So he took up the basket of currants once 
more, and they went on towards the house. 

The scene had quite changed in the half-hour 
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that Adam had been in the garden. The yard was 
fall of life now : Marty was letting the screaming 
geese through the gate, and wickedly provoking the 
gander by hissing at him ; the granary door was 
groaning on its hinges as Alick shut it, after deal- 
ing out the com ; the horses were being let out to 
watering, amidst much barking of all the three dogs 
and many " whups "" from Tim the ploughman, as 
if the heavy animals who held down their meek, 
intelligent heads, and lifted their shaggy feet so 
deliberately, were likely to rush wildly in every 
direction but the right. Everybody was come back 
from the meadow; and when Hetty and Adam 
entered the house-place, Mr Poyser was seated in 
the three-cornered chair, and the grandfather in the 
large arm-chair opposite, looking on with pleasant 
expectation while the supper was being laid on the 
oak tabla Mrs Poyser had laid the cloth herself — 
a cloth made of home-spun linen, with a shining 
checkered pattern on it, and of an agreeable whitey- 
brown hue, such as all sensible housewives liked to 
see — ^none of your bleached " shop-rag "" that would 
wear into holes in no time, but good homespun 
that would last for two generations. The "cold 
veal, the fresh lettuces, and the stuffed chine, might 
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well look tempting to hungry men who had dined 
at half-past twelve o'clock- On the large deal-table 
against the wall there were bright pewter-plates 
and spoons and cans, ready for Alick and his com- 
panions ; for the master and servants ate their 
supper not far oflf each other ; which was all the 
pleasanter, because if a remark about to-morrow 
morning's work occurred to Mr Poyser, Alick was 
at hand to hear it. 

" Well, Adam, I'm glad to see ye,'' said Mr 
Poyser. "What, ye've been helping Hetty to 
gether the currans, eh ? Come, sit ye down, sit ye 
down. Why, it's pretty near a three-week since 
/ had your supper wi' us ; and the missis has got 
one of her rare stuflfed chines. I'm glad ye're 
come.'* 

" Hetty," said Mrs Poyser, as she looked into the 
basket of currants to see if the fruit was fine, " run 
up-stairs, and send Molly down. She's putting 
Totty to bed, and I want her to draw th' ale, for 
Nancy's busy yet i' the dairy. You can see to the 
child. But whativer did you let her run away from 
you along wi' Tommy for, and stuff herself wi' 
fruit as she can't eat a bit o' good victual ?" 

This was said in a lower tone than usual, while 
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her husband was talking to Adam ; for Mrs Poyser 
was strict in adherence to her own rules of pro- 
priety, and she considered that a young gbl was not 
to be treated sharply in the presence of a respect- 
able man who was courting her. That would not 
be fair play : every woman was young in her turn, 
and had her chances of matrimony, which it was a 
point of honour for other women not to spoil— just 
sis one market-woman who has sold her own eggs 
must not try to balk another of a customer. 

Hetty made haste to run away up-stairs, not 
easily finding an answer to her aunt's question, and 
Mrs Poyser went out to see after Marty and Tommy, 
and bring them in to supper. 

Soon they were all seated — ^the two rosy lads, one 
on each side, by the pale mother, a place being left 
for Hetty between Adam and her uncle. Alick too 
was come in, and was seated in his far corner, eat- 
ing cold broad beans out of a large dish with his 
pocket-knife, and finding a fiavour in them which 
he would not have exchanged for the finest pine- 
apple. 

" What a time that gell is drawing th' ale, to be 
sure,'' said Mrs Poyser, when she was dispensing 
her slices of stuflTed chine. " I think she sets the 

VOL. n. G 



98 ADAM BEDE. 

jug under and forgets to turn the tap, as there's 
nothing you can't believe o' them wenches : theyll 
set th' empty kettle o' the fire, and then come an 
hour after to see if the water boils/' 

" She's drawin' for the men too," said Mr Poyser. 
" Thee shouldst ha' told her to bring our jug up 
first" 

" Told her V said Mrs Poyser : " yis, I might 
spend all the wind i' my body, an' take the bellows 
too, if I was to tell them gells everything as their 
own sharpness wonna tell 'em. Mr Bede, will you 
take some vinegar with your lettuce ? Ay, you^re 
i' the right not. It spoils the flavour o' the chine, 
to my thinking. It's poor eating where the flavour 
o' the meat lies i' the cruets. There's folks as make 
bad butter, and trusten to the salt t' hide it." 

Mrs Poyser's attention was here diverted by the 
appearance of Molly, carrying a large jug, two small 
mugs, and four drinkiug-cans, all full of ale or 
small beer — an interesting example of the prehensile 
power possessed by the human hand. Poor Molly's 
mouth was rather wider open than usual, as she 
walked along with her eyes fixed on the double 
cluster of vessels in her hands, quite innocent of 
the expression in her mistress's eye. 
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" Molly, I niver knew your equils — ^to think o' 
your poor mother as is a widow, an' I took you wi' 
as good as no character, an' the times an' times 
I've told you'' .... 

Molly had not seen the lightning, and the thunder 
shook her nerves the more for the want of that 
preparation. With a vague alarmed sense that she 
must somehow comport herself diflferently, she hast- 
ened her step a little towards the far deal-table, 
where she might set down her cans — caught her 
foot in her apron, which had become untied, and 
fefl with a crash and a splash into a pool of beer ; 
whereupon a tittering explosion from Marty and 
Tommy, and a serious "Ello !" from Mr Peyser, 
who saw his draught of ale unpleasantly deferred. 

" There you go I" resumed Mrs Poyser, in a cut- 
ting tone, as she rose and went towards the cup- 
board, while Molly began doleftdly to pick up the 
fragments of pottery. " It's what I told you ud 
come, over and over again ; and there's your month's 
wage gone, an' more, to pay for that jug as I've had 
i' the house this ten year, and nothing ever hap- 
pened to 't before ; but the crockery you've broke 
sin' here in th' house you've been 'ud make a parson 
swear — God forgi' me for saying so ; an* if it had 
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been boiling wort out o' the copper, it 'ud ha' been 
the same, and you'd ha^ been scalded, and very like 
lamed for life, as there's no knowing but what you 
will be some day, if you go on ; for anybody 'ud 
think you'd got the St Vitus's Dance, to see the 
things you've throwed down. It's a pity but what 
the bits was stacked up for you to see, though it's 
neither seeing nor hearing as 'ull make much odds 
to you — anybody 'ud think you war case-hardened/' 

Poor Molly's tears were dropping fast by this 
time, and in her desperation at the lively movement 
of the beer-stream towards Alick's legs, she was 
converting her apron into a mop, while Mrs Poyser, 
opening the cupboard, turned a blighting eye upon 
her. 

*' Ah," she went on, " you'D do no good wi' cry- 
ing an' making more wet to wipe up. It's all your 
own wilfulness, as I tell you, for there's nobody no 
call to break anything if they'll only go the right 
way to work. But wooden folks had need ha' 
wooden things t' handle. And here must I take 
the brown-and-white jug, as it's never been used 
three times this year, and go down i' the cellar 
myself, and belike catch my death, and be laid up 
wi' inflammation" .... 
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Mrs Poyser had turned round from the cupboard 
•with the brown-and-white jug in her hand, when 
she caught sight of something at the other end of 
the kitchen ; perhaps it was because she was akeady 
trembling and nervous that the apparition had so 
strong an eflfect on her ; perhaps jug-breaking, like 
other crimes, has a contagious influence* However 
it was, she stared and started like a ghost-seer, aijid 
the precious brown-and-white jug fell to the ground, 
parting for ever with its spout and handle. 

" Did ever anybody see the like ?" she said, with a 
^Suddenly lowered tone, after a moment's bewildered 
glance round the room. " The jugs are bewitched, / 
think. It's them nasty glazed handles — they slip 
o'er the finger like a snaiL" 

" Why, thee'st let thy own whip fly i' thy face/' 
said her husband, who had now joined in the laugh 
of the young ones. 

" It's all very fine to look on and grin," rejoined 
Mrs Poyser ; " but there's times when the crockery 
seems alive, an flies out o' your hand like a bird. 
It's like the glass, sometimes, 'ull crack as it stands. 
What is to be broke will be broke, for I never 
dropped a thing i' my life for want o' holding it, 
else I should never ha' kept the crockery all these 
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'ears as I bought at my own wedding. And Hetty, 
are you mad ? Whativer do you mean by coming 
down i* that way, and making one think as there's a 
ghost Brwalking i' th' house?" 

A new outbreak of laughter, while Mrs Poyser 
was speaking, was caused, less by her sudden con- 
version to a fatalistic view of jug-breaking, than by 
that strange appearance of Hetty, which had startled 
her aunt. The little minx had found a black gown 
of her aunt's, and pinned it close round her neck to 
look like Dinah's, had made her hair as flat as she 
could, and had tied on one of Dinah's high-crowned 
borderless net-caps. The thought of Dinah's pale 
grave face and mild grey eyes, which the sight of 
the gown and cap brought with it, made it a laugh- 
able surprise enough to see them replaced by Hetty's 
round rosy cheeks and coquettish dark eyes. The 
boys got oflf their chairs and jumped round her, 
clapping their hands, and even Alick gave a low 
ventral laugh as he looked up from his beans. Under 
cover of the noise, Mrs Poyser went into the back 
kitchen to send Nancy into the cellar with the great 
pewter measure, which had some chance of being 
free from bewitchment. 

"Why, Hetty, lass, are ye turned Methodist?" said 
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Mr Poyser, with that comfortable slow enjoyment of 
a laugh which one only sees in stout people. "You 
must pull your face a deal longer before you'll do 
for one ; mustna she, Adam ? How come you to 
put them things on, eh?'* 

" Adam said he liked Dinah's cap and gown better 
nor my clothes,'' said Hetty, sitting down demurely. 
" He says folks look better in ugly clothes." 

"Nay, nay," said Adam, looking at her admir- 
ingly; "I only said they seemed to suit Dinah. 
But if I'd said you'd look pretty in 'em, I should 
ha' said nothing but what was true." 

" Why, thee thought'st Hetty war a ghost, didst- 
na?" said Mr Poyser to his wife, who now came 
back and took her seat again. " Thee look'dst as 
scared as scared." 

" It little sinnifies how I looked," said Mrs Poyser ; 
" looks 'uU mend no jugs, nor laughing neither, as I 
see. Mr Bede, I'm sorry youVe to wait so long for 
your ale, but it's coming in a minute. Make your- 
self at home wi' the cold potatoes ; I know you like 
'em. Tommy, I'll send you to bed this minute, if 
you don't give over laughing. What is there to 
laugh at, I should like to know ? I'd sooner cry 
nor laugh at the sight o' that poor thing's cap ; and 
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there's them as 'ud be better if they could make 
theirselves like her i' more ways nor putting on her 
cap. It little becomes anybody i' this house to make 
fun o' my sister's child, an' her just gone away jfrom 
us, as it went to my heart to part wi' her : an* I 
know one thing, as if trouble was to come, an' I war 
to be laid up i' my bed, an' the children was to die 
— as there's no knowing but what they wiU — an' the 
murrain was to come among the cattle again, an' 
everything went to rack an' ruin — ^I say, we might be 
glad to get sight o' Dinah's cap again, wi' her own 
face under it, border or no border. For she's one o' 
them things as looks the brightest on a rainy day, 
and loves you the best when you're most i' need 
on't." 

Mrs Poyser, you perceive, was aware that nothing 
would be so likely to expel the comic as the terrible. 

Tommy, who was of a susceptible disposition, and 
very fond of his mother, and who had, besides, eaten 
so many cherries as to have his feelings less under 
command than usual, was so affected by the dreadful 
picture she had made of the possible future, that he 
began to cry; and the good-natured father, indulgent 
to all weaknesses but those of negligent faxmers, said 
to Hetty, 
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" You'd better take the things off again, my lass ; 
it hurts your aunt to see 'em" 

Hetty went up-stairs again, and the arrival of the 
ale made an agreeable diversion ; for Adam had to 
give his opinion of the new tap, which could not be 
otherwise than complimentary to Mrs Poyser ; and 
then followed a discussion on the secrets of good 
brewing, the folly of stinginess in "hopping," and 
the doubtful economy of a farmer's making his own 
malt. Mrs Poyser had so many opportunities of ex- 
pressing herself with weight on these subjects, that 
by the time supper was ended, the ale jug refilled, 
and Mr Poyser's pipe aUght, she was once more in 
high good-humour, and ready, at Adam's request, to 
fetch the broken spinning-wheel for his inspection. 

" Ah,"" said Adam, looking at it carefully, " here's 
a nice bit o' turning wanted. It's a pretty wheel. 
I must have it up at the turning-shop in the village, 
and do it there, for IVe no convenence for turning 
at home. K you'll send it to Mr Burge's shop i' 
the morning, I'll get it done for you by Wednesday. 
I've been turning it over in my mind,'' he continued, 
looking at Mr Poyser, " to make a bit more con- 
venence at home for nice jobs o' cabinet-making. I've 
always done a deal at such little things in odd hours. 
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and they're profitable, for there's more workmanship 
nor material in *em. I look for me and Seth to get 
a little business for ourselves i' that way, for I know 
a man at Rosseter as 'ull take as many things as we 
should make, besides what we could get orders for 
round about." 

Mr Poyser entered with interest into a project 
which seemed a step towards Adam's becoming a 
" master-man ;" and Mrs Poyser gave her approba- 
tion to the scheme of the movable kitchen cupboard, 
which was to be capable of containing grocery, 
pickles, crockery, and house-linen, in the utmost 
compactness, without confusion. Hetty, once more 
in her own dress, with her neckerchief pushed a 
little backwards on this warm evening, was seated 
picking currants near the window, where Adam 
could see her quite well. And so the time passed 
pleasantly tUl Adam got up to go. He was pressed 
to come again soon, but not to stay longer, for at 
this busy time sensible people would not run the 
risk of being sleepy at five o'clock in the morning. 

'' I shall take a step farther," said Adam, '' and 
go on to see Mester Massey, for he wasp't at church 
yesterday, and IVe not seen him for a week past. 
I've never hardly known him to miss church before." 
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"Ay/' said Mr Poyser, "we've beared nothing 
about him, for it's the boys' hollodays now, so we 
can give you no account." 

"But you'll niver think o' going there at this 
hour o' th' night?" said Mrs Poyser, folding up 
her knitting. 

" 0, Mester Massey sits up late," said Adam. 
"An' the night-school's not over yet Some o' 
the men don't come till late — ^they've got so far to 
walk. And Bartle himself 's never in bed till it's 
gone eleven." 

" I wouldna have him to live wi' me, then," said 
Mrs Poyser, "a-dropping candle-grease about, as 
you're like to tumble down o' the floor the first 
thing i' the morning." 

" Ay, eleven o'clock's late — ^it's late," said old 
Martin. " I ne'er sot up so i' my life, not to say 
as it wama a marr'in', or a christenin', or a wake, 
or th* harvest supper. Eleven o'clock 's late." 

" Why, I sit up till after twelve often," said Adam, 
laughing, " but it isn't t' eat and drink extry, it's to 
work extry. (Jood-night, Mrs Poyser ; good-night, 
Hetty." 

Hetty could only smile and not shake hands, for 
hers were dyed and damp with currant juice ; but all 
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the rest gave a hearty shake to the large palm that 
was held out to them^ and said^ '' Come agam, come 
again !" 

" Ay, think o' that, now/' said Mr Poyser, when 
Adam was out on the causeway. " Sitting up till 
past twelve to do extry work ! Ye'll not find many 
men o* six-an*-twenty as 'ull do to put i' the shafts 
wi' him. If you can catch Adam for a husband, 
Hetty, you'U^ride i' your own spring-cart some 
day, I'U be your warrant/' 

Hetty was moving across the kitchen with the 
currants, so her uncle did not see the little toss of 
the head with which she answered him. To ride in 
a spring-cart seemed a very miserable lot indeed to 
her now. 




CHAPTER XXL 

THE NIGHT-SCHOOL AND THE SCHOOLMASTEE. 

Baetle Massey's was one of a few scattered houses 
on the edge of a common, which was divided by the 
road to Treddleston. Adam reached it in a quarter 
of an hour after leaving the Hall Farm ; and when 
he had his hand on the door latch, he could see, 
through the curtainless window, that there were 
eight or nine heads bending over the desks, lighted 
by thin dips. 

When he entered, a reading lesson was going for- 
ward, and Bartle Massey merely nodded, leaving him 
to take his place where he pleased. He had not 
come for the sake of a lesson to-night, and his 
mind was too fall of personal matters, too full of 
the last two hours he had passed in Hetty's pre- 
sence, for him to amuse himself with a book tUl 
school was over ; so he sat down in a comer, and 
looked on with an absent mind. It was a sort of 
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scene which Adam had beheld almost weekly for 
years ; he knew by heart every arabesque flourish 
in the framed specimen of Bartle Massey's hand- 
writing which hung over the schoolmaster's head, 
by way of keeping a lofty ideal before the minds of 
his pupils ; he knew the backs of all the books on 
the shelf running along the whitewashed wall above 
the pegs for the slates ; he knew exactly how many 
grains were gone out of the ear of Indian-corn that 
hung from one of the rafters ; he had long ago 
exhausted the resources of his imagination in trying 
to think how the bunch of leathery sea-weed had 
looked and grown in its native element ; and from 
the place where he sat, he could make nothing of 
the old map of England that hung against the 
opposite wall, for age had turned it of a fine yellow- 
brown, something like that of a well-seasoned meer- 
schaum. The drama that was going on was almost 
as familiar as the scene, nevertheless habit had not 
made him indifierent to it, and even in his present 
self-absorbed mood, Adam felt a momentary stirring 
of the old feUow-feeling, as he looked at the rough 
men painfully holding pen or pencil with their 
cramped hands, or humbly labouring through their 
reading lesson. 
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The reading class now seated on the form in 
front of the schoohnaster^s desk, consisted of the 
three most backward pupila Adam would have 
known it, only by seeing Bartle Massey's face as 
he looked over his spectacles, which he had shifted 
to the ridge of his nose, not requiring them for 
present purposes. The face wore its mildest ex- 
pression : the grizzled bnshy eyebrows had taken 
their more acute angle of compassionate kindness, 
and the mouth, habitually compressed with a pout 
of the lower lip, was relaxed so as to be ready 
to speak a helpful word or syllable in a moment 
This gentle expression was the more interesting 
because the schoolmaster's nose, an irregular aqui- 
line twisted a little on one side, had rather a formid- 
able character ; and his brow, moreover, had that 
peculiar tension which always impresses one as a 
sign of a keen impatient temperament : the blue 
veins stood out like cords under the transparent 
yeUow skin, and this intimidating brow was softened 
by no tendency to baldness, for the grey bristly 
hair, cut down to about an inch in length, stood 
round it in as close ranks as ever. 

" Nay, Bill, nay,"' Bartle was saying, in a kind 
tone, as he nodded to Adam, ''begin that again, 



112 ADAM BEDE. 

and then perhaps it'll come to you what d, r, y, 
speUs. It's the same lesson you read last week, 
you know." 

"Bill" was a sturdy feUow, aged four-and- 
twenty, an excellent stone-sawyer, who could get 
as good wages as any man in the trade of his years ; 
but he found a reading lesson in words of one 
syllable a harder matter to deal with than the hard- 
est stone he had ever had to saw. The letters, he 
complained, were so "uncommon alike, there was 
no tellin' 'em one from another," the sawyer's busi- 
ness not being concerned with minute differences 
such as exist between a letter with its tail turned 
up and a letter with its tail turned down. But 
Bill had a firm determination that he would learn 
to read, founded chiefly on two reasons : first, that 
Tom Hazelow, his cousin, could read anything 
"right off," whether it was print or writing, and 
Tom had sent him a letter from twenty miles off, 
saying how he was prospering in the world, and 
had got an overlooker's place ; secondly, that Sam 
Phillips, who sawed with him, had learned to read 
when he was turned twenty ; and what could be 
done by a little fellow like Sam Phillips, Bill con- 
sidered, could be done by himself, seeing that he 
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could pound Sam into wet clay if circumstances 
required it. So here lie was, pointing his big finger 
towards three words at once, and turning his head 
on one side that he might keep better hold with his 
eye of the one word which was to be discriminated 
out of the group. The amount of knowledge Bartle 
Massey must possess was something so dim and 
vast that Bill's imagination recoiled before it t he 
would hardly have ventured to deny that the 
schoolmaster might have something to do in bring- 
ing about the regular return of daylight and the 
changes in the weather. 

The man seated next to Bill was of a very dif- 
ferent type : he was a Methodist brickmaker, who, 
after spending thirty years of his life in perfect 
satisfaction with his ignorance, had lately "got 
religion," and along with it the desire to read the 
Bible. But with him, too, learning was a heavy 
business, and on his way out to-night he had oflRered 
as usual a special prayer for help, seeing that he 
had undertaken this hard task .with a single eye to 
the nourishment of his soul — ^that he might have a 
greater abundance of texts and hymns wherewith 
to banish evil memories and the temptations of old 
habit ; or, in brief language, the devil For the 
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brickmaker had been a notorious poacher^ and was 
suspected, though there was no good evidence 
against him, of being the man* who had shot a 
neighbouring gamekeeper in the leg. However 
that might be, it is certain that shortly after the 
accident referred to, which was coincident with the 
arrival of an awakening Methodist preacher at 
Treddleston, a great change had been observed in 
the brickmaker ; and though he was still known in 
the neighbourhood by his old sobriquet of " Brim- 
stone," there was nothing he held in so much 
horror as any farther transactions with that evil- 
smelling element He was a broad-chested feUow 
with a fervid temperament, which helped him better 
in imbibing religious ideas than in the dry process 
of acquiring the mere human knowledge of the 
alphabet Indeed, he had been already a little 
shaken in his resolution by a brother Methodist, 
who assured him that the letter was a mere ob- 
struction to the Spirit, and expressed a fear that 
Brimstone was too eager for the knowledge that 
puflfeth up. 

The third beginner was a much more promising 
pupiL He was a tall but thin and wiry man, 
nearly as old as Brimstone, with a very pale face, 
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and hands stained a deep blue. He was a dyer, 
who, in the course of dipping home-spun wool and 
old women's petticoats, had got fired with the ambi- 
tion to learn a great deal more about the strange 
secrets of colour. He had already a high reputa- 
tion in the district for his dyes, and he was bent 
on discovering some method by which he could 
reduce the expense of crimsons and scarlets. The 
druggist at Treddleston had given him a notion 
that he might save himself a great deal of labour 
and expense if he could learn to read, and so he had 
begun to give his spare hours to the night-school, 
resolving that his " little chap " should lose no time 
in coming to Mr Massey's day-school as soon as he 
was old enougL 

It was touching to see these three big men, with 
the marks of their hard labour about them, anx- 
iously bending over the worn books, and painfully 
making out, " The grass is green," " The sticks are 
dry," "The com is ripe" — ^a very hard lesson to 
pass to after columns of single words all alike 
except in the first letter. It was almost as if three 
rough animals were making humble eflforts to learn 
how they might become human. And it touched 
the tenderest fibre in Bartle Massey's nature, for 
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such full-grown children as these were the only 
pupils for whom he had no severe epithets, and no 
impatient tones. He was not gifted with an im- 
perturbable temper, and on music -nights it was 
apparent that patience could never be an easy virtue 
to him; but this evening, as he glances over his 
spectacles at Bill Downes, the sawyer, who is turn- 
ing his head on one side with a desperate sense of . 
blankness before the letters d, r, y, his eyes shed 
their mildest and most encouraging light. 

After the reading class, two youths, between 
sixteen and nineteen, came up with imaginary bills 
of parcels, which they had been writing out on their 
slates, and were now required to calculate "oflf- 
hand" — a test which they stood with such imperfect 
success, that Bartle Massey, whose eyes had been 
glaring at them ominously through his spectacles 
for some minutes, at length burst out in a bitter, 
high-pitched tone, pausing between every sentence 
to rap the floor with a knobbed stick which rested 
between his legs. 

" Now, you see, you don^t do this thing a bit 
better than you did a fortnight ago ; and I'll tell 
you what's the reason. You want to leam ac- 
counts ; that's well and good But you think all 
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you need do to learn accounts is ta come to me and 
do sums for an hour or so, two or three times 
a-week ; and no sooner do you get your caps on and 
turn out of doors again, than you sweep the whole 
thing clean out of your mind. You go whistling 
about, and take no more care what you're thinking 
of than if your heads were gutters for any rubbish 
to swill through that happened to be in the way ; 
and if you get a good notion in 'em, it's pretty soon 
washed out again. You think knowledge is to be 
got cheap — ^youTl come and pay Bartle Massey six- 
pence a-week, and he'll make you clever at figures 
without your taking any trouble. But knowledge 
isn't to be got with paying sixpence, let me tell 
you : if you're to know figures, you must turn 'em 
over in your own heads, and keep your thoughts 
fixed on 'em. There's nothing you can't turn into 
a sum, for there^s nothing but what's got number 
in it — even a fooL You may say to yourselves, 
^I'm one fool, and Jack's another; if my fool's 
head weighed four pound, and Jack's three pound 
three ounces, and three-quarters, how many penny- 
weights heavier would my head be than Jack's?' 
A man that had got his heart in learning figures 
would make sums for himself, and work 'em in his 
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head : when he sat at his shoemaking, he'd count 
his stitches by fives, and then put a price on his 
stitches, say half a fEurthing, and then see how 
much money he could get in an hour ; and then ask 
himself how much money he'd get in a day a;t that 
rate ; and then how much ten workmen would get 
working three, or twenty, or a hundred years at that 
rate — and all the while his needle would be going 
just as fast as if he left his head empty for the 
devil to dance in. But the long and the short of it 
is — I'll have nobody in my night-school that doesn't 
strive to learn what he comes to learn, as hard as if 
he was striving to get out of a dark hole into broad 
daylight. Ill send no man away because he's 
stupid: if Billy Taft, the idiot, wanted to learn 
anything, I'd not refuse to teach him. But I'll not 
throw away good knowledge on people who think 
they can get it by the sixpenn'orth, and carry, it 
away with 'em as they would an ounce of snuff. 
So never come to me again, if you can't show that 
you've been working with your own heads, instead 
of thinking you can pay for mine to work for you. 
That's the last word I've got to say to you." 

With this final sentence, Bartle Massey gave a 
sharper rap than ever with his knobbed stick, and 
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the discomfited lads got up to go with a sulky 
look. The other pupils had happily only their 
writing-books to show, in various stages of progress 
from pot-hooks to round text; and mere pen-strokes, 
however perverse, were less exasperating to Bartle 
than false arithmetic. He was a little more severe 
than usual on Jacob Storey's Z's, of which poor Jacob 
had written a pageful, all with their tops turned the 
wrong way, witli a puzzled sense that they were not 
right "somehow." But he observed in apology, 
that it was a letter you never wanted hardly, and 
he thought it had only been put there " to finish off 
th' alphabet, like, though ampus-and (&) would ha' 
done as weU, for what he could see." 

At last the pupils had all taken their hats and 
said their " Good-nights," and Adam, knowing his 
old master's habits, rose and said, " Shall I put the 
candles out, Mr Massey ? " 

" Yes, my boy, yes, all but this, which I'll carry 
into the house ; and just lock the outer door, now 
you're near it," said Bartle, getting his stick in the 
fitting angle to help him in descending from his 
stooL He was no sooner on the ground than it 
became obvious why the stick was necessary — the 
left leg was much' shorter than the right. But the 
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schoolmaster was so active with his lameness, that 
it was hardly thought of as a misfortune ; and if you 
had seen him make his way along the schoolroom 
floor, and up the step into his kitchen, you would 
perhaps have understood why the naughty boys 
sometimes felt that his pace might be indefinitely 
quickened, and that he and his stick might over- 
take them even in their swiftest run. 

The moment he appeared at the kitchen door 
with the candle in his hand, a faint whimpering 
began in the chimney comer, and a brown-and-tan- 
coloured bitch, of that wise-looking breed with 
short legs and long body, known to an unmechani- 
cal generation as turn-spits, came creeping along 
the floor, wagging her tail, and hesitating at every 
other step, as if her affections were painfully divided 
between the. hamper in the chimney comer and 
the master, whom she could not leave without a 
greeting. 

*' Well, Vixen, well then, how are the babbies? " 
said the schoolmaster, making haste towards the 
chimney comer, and holding the candle over the 
low hamper, where two extremely blind puppies 
lifted up their heads towards the light, from a nest 
of flannel and wool Vixen could not even see her 
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master look at them without pamM excitement: 
she got into the hamper and got out again the iiext 
moment, and behaved with true feminine folly, 
though looking all the while as wise as a dwarf with 
a large old-fashioned head and body on the most 
abbreviated legs. 

"Why, youVe got a family, I see, Mr Massey?" 
said Adam, smiling, as he came into the kitchen. 
"How's that? I thought it was against the law 
here/* 

" Law ? What's the use o' law when a man's once 
such a fool as to let a woman into his house ? " said 
Bartle, turning away from the hamper with some 
bittemesa He always called Vixen a woman, and 
seemed to have lost all consciousness that he was 
using a figure of speecL " If I'd known Vixen was 
a woman, I'd never have held the boys .from drown- 
ing her ; but when I'd got her into my hand, I was 
forced to take to her. And now you see what she's 
brought me to — the sly, hypocritical wench'' — ^Bartle 
spoke these last words in a rasping tone of reproach, 
and looked at Vixen, who poked down her head and 
turned up her eyes towards him with a keen sense 
of opprobrium — "and contrived to be brought to 
bed on a Sunday at church-time. I've wished again 



122 ADAM BEDE. 

and again I'd been a bloody-minded man, that I 
conld have strangled the mother and the brats 
with one cord." 

" I'm glad it was no worse a cause kept you from 
church/' said Adam. " I was afraid you must be 
ill for the first time i' your life. And I was parti- 
cular sorry not to have you at church yesterday." 

" Ah, my boy, I know why, I know why," said 
Bartle, kindly, going up to Adam, and raising his 
hand up to the shoulder that was almost on a level 
with his own head. " YouVe had a rough bit o' 
road to get over since I saw you — a rough bit o' road. 
But I'm in hopes there are better times coming for 
you. I've got some news to tell you. But I must 
get my supper first, for I'm hungry, I'm hungry. 
Sit down, sit down." 

Bartle went into his little pantiy, and brought out 
an excellent home-baked loaf; for it was his one 
extravagance in these dear times to eat bread once 
a-day instead of oat-cake ; and he justified it by 
observing, that what a schoolmaster wanted was 
brains, and oat-cake ran too much to bone instead 
of brains. Then came a piece of cheese and a quart 
jug with a crown of foam upon it. He placed them 
all on the round deal-table which stood against his 
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large arm-chair in the chimney corner, with Vixen's 
hamper on one side of it, and a window-shelf with a. 
few books piled np in it on the other. The table 
was as dean as if Vixen had been dn excellent 
housewife in a checkered apron ; so was the quarry 
floor ; and the old carved oaken press, table, and 
chairs, which in these days would be bought at a 
high price in aristocratic houses, though, in that 
period of spider-legs and inlaid cupids, Bartle had 
got them for an old song, were as free from dust 
as things could be at the end of a summer's day. 

" Now then, my boy, draw up, draw up. We'll 
not talk about business till we've had our supper. 
No man can be wise on an empty stomach. But," 
said Bartle, rising from his chair again, " I must 
give Vixen her supper too, confound her ! though 
she'll do nothing with it but nourish those un- 
necessary babbies. That's the way with these 
women — ^they've got no head-pieces to nourish, and 
so their food all runs either to fat or to brats." 

He brought out of the pantry a dish of scraps, 
which Vixen at once fixed her eyes on, and jumped 
out of her hamper to lick up with the utmost 
despatch. 

" I've had my supper, Mr Massey," said Adam, 
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" SO I'll look on while you eat yours. I've been at 
the Hall Pann, and they always have their sup- 
per betimes, you know : they don't keep your late 
hours/' 

" I know little about their hours," said Bartle, 
dryly, cutting his bread and not shrinking from the 
crust. " It*s a house I seldom go into, though I'm 
fond of the boys, and Martin Poyser's a good fellow. 
There's too many women in the house for me : I 
hate the sound of women's voices ; they're always 
either a-buzz or a-squeak, always either arbuzz or 
a-squeak. Mrs Poyser keeps at the top o' the talk, 
like a fife ; and as for the young lasses, I'd as soon 
look at water-grubs — I know what they'll turn to — 
stinging gnats, stinging gnats. Here, take some 
ale, my boy : it's been drawn for you, it's been 
drawn for you." 

" Nay, Mr Massey," said Adam, who took his old 
friend's whim more seriously than usual to-night, 
" don't be so hard on the creaturs God has made 
to be companions for us. A working man 'ud be 
badly off without a wife to see to th' house and the 
victual, and make things clean and comfortable." 

" Nonsense 1 It s the silliest lie a sensible man 
like you ever believed, to say a woman makes a 



ADAM BEDE. 125 

house comfortable. It's a story got up, because the 
women are there, and something must be found for 
'em to do. I tell you there isn't a thing under the 
sun that needs to be done at all, but what a man can 
do better than a woman, unless it's bearing chil- 
dren, and they do that in a poor make-shift way; 
it had better ha' been left to the men — it had better 
ha' been left to the men. I tell you, a woman 'uU 
bake you a pie every week of her life, and never 
come to see that the hotter th' oven the shorter the 
time. I tell you, a woman 'ull make your por- 
ridge every day for twenty years, and never think of 
measuring the proportion between the meal and the 
milk — a little more or less, she'll think, doesn't 
signify : the porridge will be awk'ard now and then : 
if it's wrong, it's summat in the meal, or it's sum- 
mat in the milk, or its summat in the water. Look 
at me ! I make my own bread, and there's no differ- 
ence between one batch and another from year's 
end to year's end ; but if I'd got any other woman 
besides Vixen in the house, I must pray to the 
Lord every baking to give me patience if the bread 
turned out heavy. And as for cleanliness, my 
house is cleaner than any other house on the Com- 
mon, though the half of 'em swarm with womea 
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Will Baker's lad comes to help me in a morning, 
and we get as much cleaning done in one hour with- 
out any fuss, as a woman 'ud get done in three, and 
all the while be sending buckets o' water after your 
ankles, and let the fender and the fire-irons stand in 
the middle o' the floor half the day, for you to 
break your shins against ^em. Don't tell me about 
God having made such creatures to be companions 
for us I I don't say but he might make Eye to be 
a companion to Adam in Paradise — ^there was no 
cooking to be spoilt there, and no other woman to 
cackle with and make mischief; though you see 
what mischief she did as soon as she'd an opportu- 
nity. But it's an impious, unscriptural opinion to 
say a woman's a blessing to a man now ; you might 
as well say adders and wasps, and hogs and wild 
beasts, are a blessing, when they're only the evils 
that belong to this state o' probation, which it's 
lawful for a man to keep as clear of as he can in 
this life, hoping to get quit of 'em for ever in an- 
other — hoping to get quit of 'em for ever in an- 
other." 

Bartle had become so excited and angry in the 
course of his invective that he had forgotten his 
supper, and only used the knife for the purpose of 
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rappiBg the table with the haft But towards the 
close, the raps became so shajp and frequent, and his 
voice so quarrelsome, that Vixen felt it incumbent 
on ber to jump out of the hamper and bark vaguely. 

" Quiet, Vixen I" snarled Barde, turning round 
upon her. " You're like the rest o' the women — 
always putting in your word before you know 
why/' 

Vixen returned to her hamper again in humilia- 
tion, and her master continued his supper in a silence 
which Adam did not choose to interrupt ; he knew 
the old man would be in a better humour when he 
had had his supper and lighted his pipe. Adam 
was used to hear him talk in this way, but had 
never learned so much of Barde's past life as to 
know whether his view of married comfort was 
founded on experience. On that point Bartle was 
mute ; and it was even a secret where he had lived 
previous to the twenty years in which, happily for 
the peasants and artisans of this neighbourhood, he 
had been settled among them as their only school- 
master. K anything like a question was ventured 
on this subject, Bartle always replied, " 0, Tve seen 
many places — I Ve been a deal in the south '" — and 
the Loamshire men would as soon have thought of 
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asking for a particular town or village in Africa as 
in " the south.'' 

" Now then, my boy/' said Bartle at last, when 
he had poured out his second mug of ale and lighted 
his pipe — " now then, we'll have a little talk. But 
tell me first, have you heard any particular news to- 
day ?'' 

" No,'" said Adam, " not as I remember." 

" Ah, they'll keep it close, they'll keep it close, I 
daresay. But I found it out by chance ; and it's 
news that may concern you, Adam, else I'm a man 
that don't know a superficial square foot from a 
solid." 

Here Bartle gave a series of fierce and rapid puffs, 
looking earnestly the while at Adam. Your im- 
patient loquacious man has never any notion of 
keeping his pipe alight by gentle measured puffs ; 
he is always letting it go nearly out, and then pun- 
ishing it for that negligence. At last he said, 

" Satchell's got a paralytic stroke. I found it 
out from the lad they sent to Treddleston for the 
doctor, before seven o'clock this morning. He's a 
good way beyond sixty, you know ; it's much if he 
gets over it." 

" Well," said Adam, " I daresay there'd be more 
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rejoicing than sorrow in the parish at his being laid 
up. He's been a selfish, tale-bearing, mischievous 
fellow; but, after all, there's nobody he's done so 
much harm to as to th' old Squire. Though it's the 
Squire himself as is to blame — ^making a stupid 
fellow like that a sort o' man-of-all-work, just to 
save th' expense of having a proper steward to look 
after th' estate. And he's lost more by ill-manage- 
ment o' the woods, I'll be bound, [than 'ud pay for 
two stewards. K he's laid on the shelf, it's to be 
hoped he'll make way for a better man, but I don't 
see how it's like to make any diflference to me." 

" But I see it, but I s^ it," said Bartle ; " and 
others besides me. The Captain's coming of age 
now — ^you know that as well as I do — and it's to be 
expected he'll have a little more voice in things. 
And I know, and you know too, what 'ud be the 
Captain's wish about the woods, if there was a 
fair opportunity for making "a change. He's said in 
plenty of people's hearing that he'd make you man- 
ager of the woods to-morrow, if he'd the power. 
Why, Carroll, Mr Irwine's butler, heard him say so 
to the parson not many days ago. Carroll looked in 
when we were smoking our pipes o' Saturday night 
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at Casson's, and lie told us about it ; and whenever 
anybody says a good word for you, the parson's 
ready to back it, that IT! answer for. It was pretty 
well talked over, I can tell you, at Casson's, and one 
and another had their fling at you ; for if donkeys 
set to work to sing, you're pretty sure what the 
tune 01 be." 

"Why, did they talk it over before Mr Burge V 
said Adam ; " or wasn't he there o' Saturday ?" 

" 0, he went away before Carroll came ; and Cas- 
son — ^he's always for setting other folks right, you 
know — ^would have it Burge was the man to have 
the management of the woods. 'A substantial 
man,' says he, ' with pretty near sixty years' expe- 
rience o' timber : it 'ud be all very well for Adam 
Bede to act under him, but it isn't to be supposed 
the Squire 'ud appoint a young fellow like Adam, 
when there's his elders and betters at hand ! ' But I 
said, ' That's a pretty notion o' yours, Casson. Why, 
Burge is the man to buy timber ; would you put 
the woods into his hands, and let him make his own 
bargains ? I think you don't leave your customers 
to score their own drink, do you ? And as for age, 
what that's worth depends on the quality o' the 
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liquor. It's pretty well known who's the backbone 
of Jonathan Bnrge's business/ " 

" I thank you for your good word, Mr Massey," 
said Adam. " But, for all that, Casson was partly 
i' the right for once. There's not much likelihood 
that th' old Squire 'ud ever consent t' employ me : 
I offended him about two years ago, and he's never 
forgiven me." 

"Why, how was that? You never told me about 
it,'' said Bartle. 

" 0, it was a bit o' nonsense. I'd made a frame 
for a screen for Miss Lyddy — she's allays making 
something with her worsted-work, you know — and 
she'd given me particular orders about this screen, 
and there was as much talking and measuring as if 
we'd been planning a house. However, it was a 
nice bit o' work, and. I liked doing it for her. 
But, you know, those little ftiggling things take a 
deal o' time. I only worked at it in over-hours — 
often late at night — and I had to go to Treddleston 
over an' over again, about little bits o' brass nails 
and such gear ; and I turned the little knobs and 
the legs, and carved th' open work, after a pattern, 
as nice as could be. And I was uncommon pleased 
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with it when it was done. And when I took it home, 
Miss Lyddy sent for me to bring it into her drawing- 
room, 80 as she might give me directions about 
fastening on the work — ^very fine needlework, Jacob 
and Rachel a-kissing one another among the sheep, 
like a picture — ^and th' old Squire was sitting there, 
for he mostly sits with her. Well, she was mighty 
pleased with the screen, and then she wanted to 
know what pay she was to give me. I didn't speak 
at random — you know it's not my way ; I'd calcu- 
lated pretty close, though I hadn't made out a bill, 
and I said, one pound thirteen. That was paying 
for the mater'als and paying me, but none too much, 
for my work Th' old Squire looked up at this, and 
peered in his way at the screen, and said, 'One 
pound thirteen for a gimcrack like that ! Lydia, 
my dear, if you must spend money on these things, 
why don't you get them at Bosseter, instead of pay- 
ing double price for clumsy work here. Such things 
are not work for a carpenter like Adam. Give him 
a guinea, and no more.' "Well, Miss Lyddy, I reckon, 
believed what he told her, and she's not over-fond o' 
parting with the money herself— she's not a bad 
woman at bottom, but she's been brought up under 
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his thumb ; so she began fidgeting with her purse, 
and turned as red as her ribboa But I made a bow, 
and said, ' No thank you, madam ; 111 make you a 
present o' the screen, if you please. IVe charged 
the regular price for my work, and I know it's done 
well ; and I know, pegging his honour's pardon, 
that you couldn't get such a screen at Eosseter under 
two guineas. I'm willing to give you my work — ^it's 
been done in my own time, and nobody's got any- 
thing to do with it but me ; but if I'm paid, I can't 
take a smaller price than I asked, because that 'ud 
be like saying, I'd asked more than was just. "With 
your leave, madam, I'll bid you good morning.' I 
made my bow and went out before she'd time to say 
any more, for she stood with the purse in her hand, 
looking almost foolish. I didn't mean to be disre- 
spectful, and I spoke as polite as I could ; but I can 
give in to no man, if he wants to make it out as I'm 
trying t' overreach him. And in the evening the 
footman brought me the one pound thirteen wrapped 
in paper. But since then IVe seen pretty clear as 
th' old Squire can't abide me." 

" That's likely enough, that's likely enough," said 
Bartle, meditatively. " The only way to bring him 
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round would be to show him what was for his own 
interest, and that the Captain may do— that the 
Captain may do." 

" Nay, I don't know,'' said Adam ; " the Squire's 
'cute enough, but it takes something else besides 
'cuteness to make folks see what '11 be their interest 
in the long-run. It takes some conscience and 
belief in right and wrong, I see that pretty clear. 
You'd hardly ever bring round th' old Squire to 
believe he'd gain as much in a straitfor'ard way 
as by tricks and turns. And, besides, I've not much 
mind to work under him : I don't want to quarrel 
with any gentleman, more particular an old gentle- 
man turned eighty, and I know we couldn't agree 
long. If the Captain was master o' th' estate, it 
'ud be different : he's got a conscience, and a will 
to do right, and I'd sooner work for him nor for 
any man living." 

" Well, well, my boy, if good-luck knocks at your 
door, don't you put your head out at window and tell 
it to be gone about Its business, that's alL You must 
learn ■ to deal with odd and even in life, as well as 
in figures. I tell you now, as I told you ten years 
ago, when you pommelled young Mike Holdsworth 
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for wanting to pass a bad shilling, before you knew 
whether he was in jest or earnest — ^you're orer- 
hasty and proud, and apt to set your teeth against 
folks that don't square to your notions. It's no 
harm for me to be a bit fiery and stiff-backed : I'm 
an old schoolmaster, and shall nerer want to get on 
to a higher percL But where's the use of aU the 
time I've spent in teaching you writing and map- 
ping and mensuration, if you're not to get for'ard in 
the world, and show folks there's some advantage 
in having a head on your shoulders, instead of a 
turnip? Do you mean to go on turning up your 
nose at every opportunity, because it's got a bit of 
a smell about it that nobody finds out but your* 
self? It's as foolish as that notion o' yours that a 
wife is to make a working man comfortable. Stuff 
and nonsense I — ^stuff and nonsense ! Leave that to 
fools that never got beyond a sum in simple addi- 
tion. Simple addition enough ! Add one fool to 
another fool, and in six years' time six fools more 
— ^they're all of the same denomination, big and 
little's nothing to do with the sum V 

During this rather heated exhortation to coolness 
and discretion, the pipe had gone out, and Bartle 
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gave the climax to his speech by lighting a match 
furiously against the hob, after which he puflfed 
with fierce resolution, fixing his eye still on Adam, 
who was trying not to laugh. 

" There's a good deal o' sense in what you say, 
Mr Massey," Adam began, as soon as he felt quite 
serious, "as there always is. But youH give in 
that it's no business o' mine to be building on 
chances that may never happen. What I've got to 
do is to work as well as I can with the tools and 
materials I've got in my hands. If a good chance 
comes to me. 111 think o' what you've been saying ; 
but till then, I've got nothing to do but to trust to 
my own hands and my own head-piece. I'm turn* 
ing over a little plan for Seth and me to go into 
the cabinetmaking a bit by ourselves, and win a 
extra pound or two in that way. But it's getting 
late now — it '11 be pretty near eleven before I'm at 
home, and mother may happen to lie awake ; she's 
more fidgety nor usual now. So I'll bid you good- 
night." 

" Well, well, we'll go to the gate with you — it's 
a fine night," said Bartle, taking up his stick. 
Vixen was at once ou her legs, and without further 
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words the three walked out into the starlight, by 
the side of Bartle's potato-beds, to the little gata 

" Come to the music o' Friday night, if you can, 
Day boy,"" said the old man, as he closed the gate 
after Adam, and leaned against it 

" Ay, ay," said Adam, striding along towards the 
streak of pale road. He was the only object moving 
on the wide common. The two grey donkeys, just 
visible in front of the gorse bushes, stood as still 
as limestone images — ^as still as the grey-thatched 
roof of the mud cottage a little farther on. Bartle 
kept his eye on the moving figure till it passed into 
the darkness ; while Vixen, in a state of divided 
affection, had twice ruu back to the house to bestow 
a parenthetic lick on her puppies. 

"Ay, ay," muttered the schoolmaster, as Adam 
disappeared ; '* there you go, stalking along — stalk- 
ing along ; but you wouldn't have been what you 
are if you hadn't had a bit of old lame Bartle inside 
you. The strongest calf must have something to 
suck at. There's plenty of these big, lumbering 
fellows 'ud never have known their A B c, if it 
hadn't been for Bartle Massey. Well, well. Vixen, 
you foolish wench, what is it, what is it ? I must 
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go in, must I ? Ay, ay, I'm never to have a will 
o' my own any more. And those pups, what do 
you think I'm to do with 'em when they're twice 
as big as you ? — ^for I'm pretty sure the father was 
that hulking bull-terrier of Will Baker's — wasn't he 
now, eh, you sly hussey ?" (Here Vixen tucked her 
taU between her legs, and ran forward into the 
house. Subjects are sometimes broached which a 
well-bred female will ignore.) 

" But Where's the use of talking to a woman with 
babbies?" continued Bartle, "she's got no con- 
science — no conscience — it's all run to milk ! '' 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

GOING TO THE BIBTHDAY FEAST. 

The thirtieth of July was come, and it was one of 
those half-dozen warm days which sometimes occur 
in the middle of a rainy English summer. No rain 
had fallen for the last three or four days, and the 
weather was perfect for that time of the year : there 
was less dust than usual on the dark green hedge- 
rows, and on the wild camomile that starred the 
roadside, yet the grass was dry enough for the little 
children to roll on it, and there was no cloud but a 
long dash of light, downy ripple, high, high up in 
the far-off blue sky. Perfect weather for an out- 
door July merrymaking, yet surely not the best 
time of year to be bom in. Nature seems to make 
a hot pause just then — all the loveliest flowers are 
gone ; the sweet time of early growth and vague 
hopes is past ; and yet the time of harvest and 
ingathering is not come, and we tremble at the 



142 ADAM BEDE. 

possible storms that may ruin the precious fruit in 
the moment of its ripeness. The woods are all: one 
dark monotonous green ; the waggon-loads of hay 
no longer creep along the lanes, scattering their 
sweet-smelling fragments on the blackberry branches; 
the pastures are often a little tanned, yet the com 
has not got its last splendour of red and gold ; the 
lambs and calves have lost all traces of their inno- 
cent frisky prettiness, and have become stupid young 
sheep and cows. But it is a time of leisure on ike 
farm — that pause between hay and corn-harvest, 
and so the farmers and labourers in Hayslope and 
Broxton thought the Captain did well to come of 
age just then, when they could give their undivided 
minds to the flavour of the great cask of ale which 
had been brewed the autumn after " the heir "' was 
bom, and was to be tapped on his twenty-first birth- 
day. The air had been meny with the ringing of 
church-bells very early this morning, and every one 
had made haste to get through the needful work 
before twelve, when it would be time to think of 
getting ready to go to the Chase. 

The mid-day sun was streaming into Hetty's bed- 
chamber, and there was no blind to temper the heat 
with which it fell on her head as she looked at her- 
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self in the old specked glass. Still, that was the 
onijrglass she had in which she could see her neck 
and anns, for the small hanging glass she had 
fetched out of the next room — ^the room that had 
been Dinah's — would show her nothing below her 
little chin, and that beautiful bit of neck where the 
roundness of her cheek melted into another round- 
ness shadowed by dark delicate curls. And to-day 
she thought more than usual about her neck and 
arms ; for at the dance this evening she was not to 
wear any neckerchief, and she had been busy yester- 
day with her spotted pink-and-white frock, that she 
might make the sleeves either long or short at will. 
She was dressed now just as she was to be in the 
evening, with a tucker made of " real" lace, which 
her aunt had lent her for this imparalleled occasion, 
but with no ornaments besides ; she had even taken 
out her small roimd earrings which she wore every 
day. But there was something more to be done, 
apparently, before she put on her neckerchief and 
long sleeves, which she was to wear in the day- 
time, for now she unlocked the drawer that held 
her private treasures. It is more than a month 
since we saw her unlock that drawer before, and 
now it holds new treasures, so much more precious 
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than the old ones that these are thrust into the 
comer. Hetty would not care to put the large 
coloured glass earrings into her ears now ; for see I 
she has got a beautiful pair of gold and pearls and 
garnet, lying snugly in a pretty little box lined 
with white satin. O the delight of taking out that 
little box and looking at the earrings ! Do not 
reason about it, my philosophical reader, and say 
that Hetty, being very pretty, must have known 
that it did not signify whether she had on any 
ornaments or not ; and that, moreover, to look ai 
earrings which she could not possibly wear out of 
her bedroom could hardly be a satisfaction, the 
essence of vanity being a reference to the impres- 
sions produced on others ; you will never under- 
stand women's natures if you are so excessively 
rational Try rather to divest yourself of all your 
rational prejudices, as much as if you were studjdng 
the psychology of a canary bird, and only watch the 
movements of this pretty round creature as she 
turns her head on one side with an unconscious 
smile at the earrings nestled in the little box. Ah, 
you think, it is for the sake of the person who has 
given them to her, and her thoughts are gone back 
now to the moment when they were put into her 
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hands. No ; else why should she have cared to 
have earrings rather than anything else? and I 
know that she had longed for earrings from among 
all the ornaments she could imagine. 

'* Little, little ears \" Arthur had said, pretend- 
ing to pinch them one evening, as Hetty sat beside 
him on the grass without her hat. " I wish I had 
some pretty earrings ! " she said in a moment, 
almost before she knew what she was saying — ^the 
wish lay so close to her lips, it would flutter past 
them at the slightest breath. And the next day — 
it was only last week — ^Arthur had ridden over to 
Eosseter on purpose to buy them. That little wish, 
so naively uttered, seemed to him the prettiest bit 
of childishness — ^he had never heard anything like 
it before ; and he had wrapped the box up in a 
great many covers, that he might see Hetty un- 
wrapping it with growing curiosity, till at last her 
eyes flashed back their new delight into his. 

No, she was not thinking most of the giver when 
she smiled at the earrings, for now she is taking them 
out of the box, not to press them to her lips, but 
to fasten them in her ears, — only for one moment, 
to see how pretty they look, as she peeps at them in 
the glass against the wall, with first one position of 

VOL. IL K 
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the head and then another, like a listening bird. It 
is impossible to be wise on the subject of earrings 
as one looks at her ; what should those delicate 
pearls and crystals be made for, if not for such ears ? 
One cannot even find fault with the tiny round hole 
which they leave when they are taken out ; perhaps 
water-nixies, and such lovely things without souls, 
have these little roimd holes in their ears by nature, 
ready to hang jewels in. And Hetty must be one 
of them : it is too painful to think that she is a 
woman, with a woman's destiny before her — a 
woman spinning in young ignorance a light web of 
folly and vain hopes which may one day close round 
her and press upon her, a rancorous poisoned gar- 
ment, changing all at once her fluttering, trivial 
butterfly sensations into a life of deep human 
anguish. 

But she cannot keep in the earrings long, else 
she may make her uncle and aunt wait She puts 
them quickly into the box again, and shuts them 
up. Some day she will be able to wear any ear- 
rings she likes, and already she lives in an invisible 
world of brilliant costumes, shimmering gauze, soft 
satin, and velvet, such as the lad/s-maid at the 
Chase has shown her in Miss Lydia's wardrobe: 
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she feels the bracelets on her arms, and treads on a 
soft carpet in firont of a tall mirror. Bat she has 
one thing in the drawer which she can yentore to 
wear to-day^ because she can hang it on the chain 
of dark-brown berries which she has been nsed to 
wear on grand days, with a tiny flat scent-bottle at 
the end of it tucked inside her frock ; and she must 
put on her brown, berries — ^her neck would look 
so unfinished without it. Hetty was not quite as 
fond of the locket as of the earrings, though it was 
a handsome large locket, with enamelled flowers 
at the back and a beautiful gold border round the 
glass, which showed a light brown, slightly-waving 
lock, forming a background for two little dark 
rings. She must keep it under her clothes, and no 
one would see it. But Hetty had another passion ; 
only a little less strong than her love of finery, and 
that other passion made her like to wear the locket 
even hidden in her bosom. She would always have 
worn it, if she had dared to encounter her aunt's 
questions about a ribbon round her neck. So now 
she slipped it on along her chain of dark-brown 
berries, and snapped the chain round her neck. It 
was not a very long chain, only allowing the locket 
to hang a little way below the edge of her frocL 
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And now she had nothing to do but to put on her 
long sleeves, her new white gauze neckerchief, and 
her straw hat trimmed with white to-day instead 
of the pink, which had become rather faded under 
the July sun. That hat made the drop of bitter- 
ness in Hetty's cup to-day, for it was not quite 
new — everybody would see that it was a little 
tanned against the white ribbon — and Mary Burge, 
she felt sure, would have a new hat or bonnet on. 
She looked for consolation at her fine white cotton 
stockings : they really were. very nice indeed, and 
she had given almost all her spare money for them. 
Hetty's dream of the future could not make her 
insensible to triumph in the present : to be sure. 
Captain Donnithome loved her so, that he would 
never care about looking at other people, but then 
those other people didn't know how he loved her, 
and she was not satisfied to appear shabby and 
insignificant in their eyes even for a short spaca 

The whole party was aj3sembled in the house- 
place when Hetty went down, all of course in their 
Sunday clothes ; and the bells had been ringing so 
this morning in honour of the Captain's twenty-first 
birthday, and the work had all been got done so 
early, that Marty and Tommy were not quite easy 
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in their minds until their mother had assured them 
that going to church was not part of the day's 
festivities. Mr Poyser had once suggested that the 
house should be shut up, and left to take care of 
itself; "for," said he, "there's no danger of any- 
body's breaking in — ^iverybody *11 be at the Chase, 
thieves an' alL K we lock th' house up, all the 
men can go : it's a day they wonna see twice i' 
their lives." But Mrs Poyser answered with great 
decision : " I niver left th' house to take care of 
itself since I was a missis, and I niver will. There's 
been ill-looking tramps enoo' about the place this 
last week, to carry off ivery ham an' every spoon 
we'n got; and they all collogue together, them 
tramps, as it's a mercy they hanna come and 
pisoned the dogs and murdered us all in our beds 
afore we knowed, some Friday night when we'n 
got the money in th' house to pay the men. And 
it's like enough the tramps know where we're going 
as well as we do oursens ; for if Old Harry wants 
any work done, you may be sure hell find the 
means." 

"Nonsense about murdering us in our beds," 
said Mr Poyser ; " I've got a gim i' our room^ hanna 
I? and thee'st got ears as 'ud find it out if a 
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mouse was gnawing the bacon. Howiver, if thee 
wouldstna be easy, Alick can stay at home i' the 
fore-part o' the day, and Tim can come back 
towards five o'clock, and let Alick have his turn. 
They may let Growler loose if anybody oflfers to do 
mischief, and there's Alick's dog, too, ready enough 
to set his tooth in a tramp if Alick gives him a 
wink." 

Mrs Poyser accepted this compromise, but thought 
it advisable to bar and bolt to the utmost; and now, 
at the last moment before starting, Nancy, the 
dairymaid, was closing the shutters of the house- 
place, although that window, lying under the imme- 
diate observation of Alick and the dogs, might have 
been supposed the least likely to be selected for a 
burglarious attempt. 

The covered cart, without springs, was standing 
ready to carry the whole family except the men- 
servants : Mr Poyser and the grandfather sat on 
the seat in front, and within there was room for all 
the women and children ; the fuller the cart the 
better, because then the jolting would not hurt so 
much, and Nancy's broad person and thick arms 
were an excellent cushion to be pitched on. But 
Mr Poyser drove at no more than a walking pace, 
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that there might be as little risk of jolting as 
possible on this wann day; and there wad time 
to exchange greetings and remarks with the foot- 
passengers who were going the same way, speck- 
ing the paths between the green meadows and the 
golden cornfields with bits of movable bright col- 
our — a scarlet waistcoat to match the poppies that 
nodded a little too thickly among the com, or 
a dark-blue neckerchief with ends flaunting across 
a bran-new white smock-frock All Broxton and 
aU Hayslope were to be at the Chase, and make 
merry there in honour of " th' heir ; " and the old 
men and women, who had never been so far down 
this side of the hill for the last twenty years, were 
being brought from Broxton and Hayslope in one 
of the farmer's waggons, at Mr Irwine's suggestion. 
The church-bells had struck up again now — a last 
tune, before the ringers came down the hill to have 
their share of the festival ; and before the bells had 
finished, other music was heard approaching, so that 
even Old Brown, the sober horse that was drawing 
Mr Peyser's cart, began to prick up his ears. It 
was the band of the Benefit Club, which had mus- 
tered in all its glory ; that is to say, in bright-blue 
scarfs and blue fEivours, and carrying its banner 
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with the inotto, '^ Let brotherly love continue/' en-' 
circling a picture of a stone-pit. • 

The carts, of course, were not to enter the Chase. 
Every one must get down at the lodges, and the 
vehicles must be sent back. 

" "Why, the Chase is like a fair a'ready," said 
Mrs Poyser, as she got down from the cart, and saw 
the groups scattered under the great oaks, and the 
boys running about in the hot sunshine to survey 
the tall poles surmounted by the fluttering gar- 
ments that were to be the prize of the successful 
climbers. "I should ha' thought there wasna so 
many people i* the two parishes. Massy on us! 
how hot it is out o' the shade ! Come here, Totty, 
else your little face 'ull be burnt to a scratchin' ! 
They might ha' cooked the dinners i' that open 
space, an' saved the fires. I shall go to Mrs Besf s 
room an' sit down. 

" Stop a bit, stop a bit," said Mr Poyser. 
" There's th' waggin coming wi' th' old folks in 't ; 
it 11 be such a sight as wonna come o'er again, 
to see 'em get down an' walk along all together. 
You remember some on 'em i' their prime, eh, 
father?" 

" Ay, ay," said old Martin, walking slowly under 
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the shade of the lodge porch, from which he could 
see the aged party descend. "I remember Jacob 
Taft walking fifty mile after the Scotch raybels, 
when they turned back from Stoniton." 

He felt himself quite a youngster, with a long 
life before him, as he saw the Hayslope patriarch, 
old Feyther Taft, descend from the waggon and 
walk towards him, in his brown nightcap, and 
leaning on his two sticks. 

" Well, Mester Taft,'' shouted old Martin, at the 
utmost stretch of his voice, — ^for though he knew 
the old man was stone deaf, he could not omit the 
propriety of a greeting, — " you're hearty yit. You 
can enjoy yoursen to-day, for all you're ninety an' 
better/' 

" Your sarvant, mesters, your sarvant," said 
Feyther Taft in a treble tone, perceiving that he 
was in company. 

The aged group, under care of sons or daughters, 
themselves worn and grey, passed on along the least- 
winding carriage-road towards the house, where a 
special table was prepared for them ; while the 
Poyser party wisely struck across the grass under 
the shade of the great trees, but not out of view of 
the house-front, with its sloping lawn and flower- 
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beds, or of the pretty striped marquee at the edge 
of the lawn, standing at right angles with two 
larger marquees on each side of the open green 
space where the games were to be played. The 
house would have been nothing but a plain square 
mansion of Queen Aniie's time, but for the remnant 
of an old abbey to which it was united at one end, 
in much the same way as one may sometimes see a 
new farmhouse rising high and prim at the end of 
older and lower farm-offices.^ The fine old remnant 
stood a little backward and imder the shadow of 
tall beeches, but the sun was now on the taller and 
more advanced front, the blinds were all down, and 
the house seemed asleep in the hot mid-day: it 
made Hetty quite sad to look at it : Arthur must 
be somewhere in the back rooms, with the grand 
company, where he could not possibly know that 
she was come, and she should not see him for a 
long, long while — ^not till after dinner, when they 
said he was to come up and make a speecL 

But Hetty was wrong in part of her conjecture. 
No grand company was come, except the Irwines, 
for whom the carriage had been sent early, and 
Arthur was at that moment not in a back room, 
but walking with the Rector into the broad stone 
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eloisters of the old abbey, where the long tables were 
laid for all the cottage tenants and the farm-ser- 
vants. A very handsome young Briton he looked 
to-day, in high spirits and a bright-blue frock-coat, 
the highest mode — ^his arm no longer in a sling. So 
open-looking and candid, too ; but candid people 
have their secrets, and secrets leave no lines in 
young faces. 

" Upon my word," he said, as they entered the 
cool cloisters, " I think the cottagers have the best 
of it : -these cloisters make a delightful dining-room 
on a hot day. That was capital advice of yours, 
Irwine, about the dinners — to let them be as 
orderly and comfortable as possible, and only for 
the tenants ; especially as I had only a limited sum 
after all ; for though my grandfather talked of a 
carte blanche, he couldn't make up his mind to 
trust me, when it came to the point." 

" Never mind, youTl give more pleasure in this 
quiet way,"' said Mr Irwine. " In this sort of thing 
people are constantly confounding liberality with 
riot and disorder. It sounds very grand to say that 
so many sheep and oxen were roasted whole, and 
everybody ate who liked to come ; but in the end it 
generally happens that no one has had an enjoyable 
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meal K the people get a good dinner and a mode-* 
rate quantity of ale in the middle of the day, they'll 
be able to enjoy the games as the day cools. You 
can't hinder some of them from getting too much 
towards evening, but drunkenness and darkness go 
better together than drunkenness and daylight" 

" Well, I hope there won't be much of it I've 
kept the Treddleston people away, by having a feast 
for them in the town ; and I've got Casson and 
Adam Bede, and some other good fellows, to look 
to the giving out of ale in the booths, and to take 
care things don't go too far. Come, let us go up 
above now, and see the dinner-tables for the large 
tenants." 

They went up the stone stair-case leading simply 
to the long gallery above the cloisters, a gallery 
where all the dusty worthless old pictures had been 
banished for the last three generations — ^mouldy 
portraits of Queen Elizabeth and her ladies. General 
Monk with his eye knocked out, Daniel very much 
in the dark among the lions, and Julius Csesar on 
horseback, with a high nose and laurel crown, hold- 
ing his Commentaries in his hand. 

" What a capital thing it is that they saved this 
piece of the old abbey," said Arthur. " If I'm ever 
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master here, I shall do up the gallery in first-rate 
style : weVe got no room in the house a third as 
large as this. That second table is for the farmers' 
wives and children : Mrs Best said it would be more 
comfortable for the mothers and children to be by 
themselves. I was determined to have the children, 
and make a regular family thing of it I shall be 
"the old squire" to those little lads and lasses 
some day, and they'll tell their children what a 
much finer young fellow I was than my own son. 
There's a table for the women and children below 
as well. But you will see them all — ^you will come 
Up with me after dinner, I hope?" , 

" Yes, to be sure," said Mr Irwine. " I wouldn't 
miss your maiden speech to the tenantry." 

" An,d there will be something else you'll like to 
hear," said Arthur. "Let us go into the library, 
and I'll tell you all about it while my grandfather 
is in the drawing-room with the ladies. Something 
that will surprise you," he continued, as they sat 
down. " My grandfather has come round after alL" 

"What, about Adam?" 

" Yes ; I should have ridden over to teU you about 
it, only I was so busy. You know I told you I had 
quite given up arguing the matter with him — I 
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thought it was hopeless ; but yesterday morning he 
asked me to come in here to him before I went out, 
and astonished me by saying that he had decided on 
all the new arrangements he should make in con- 
sequence of old Satchell being obliged to lay by 
work, and that he intended to employ Adam in 
superintending the woods at a salary of a guinea 
a-week, and the use of a pony to be kept here. I 
believe the secret of it is, he saw from the first it 
would be a profitable plan, but he had some parti- 
cular dislike of Adam to get over— -and besides, the 
fact that I propose a thing is generally a reason 
with him for rejecting it. There's the most curious 
contradiction in my grandfather : I know he means 
to leave me all the money he has saved, and he is 
likely enough to have cut oflf poor aunt Lydia, who 
has been a slave to him all her life, with only five 
hundred a-year, for the sake of giving me all the 
more ; and yet I sometimes think he positively 
hates me because I'm his heir. I believe if I were to 
break my neck, he would feel it the greatest mis- 
fortune that could befall him, and yet it seems a 
pleasure to him to make my life a series of petty 
annoyances.*' 

" Ah, my boy, it is not only woman's love that is 



ADAH BEDE. 159 

dirsparog g^w;, as old iEschylus calls it. There's 
plenty of ' imloving love ' in the world of a masculine 
kind. But tell me about Adam. Has he accepted the 
post ? I don't see that it can be much more pro- 
fitable than his present work, though, to be sure, it 
will leave him a good deal of time on his own 
hands." 

" Well, I felt some doubt about it, when I spoke 
to him, and he seemed to hesitate at first. His 
objection was, that he thought he should not be able 
to satisfy my grandfather. But I begged him as a 
personal favour to me not to let any reason prevent 
him from accepting the place, if he really liked the, 
employment, and would not be giving up anything 
that was more profitable to him. And he assured 
me he should like it of all things ; — it would be a 
great step forward for him in business, and it would 
enable him to do what he had long wished to do — 
to give up working for Burge. He says he shall 
have plenty of time to superintend a little business 
of his own, which he and Seth will carry on, and will 
perhaps be able to enlarge by degrees. . So he has 
agreed at last, and I have arranged that he shall 
dine with the large tenants to-day ; and I mean to 
announce the appointment to them, and ask them 
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to drink Adam's health. It's a little drama IVe got 
up in honour of my friend Adam. He's a fine 
fellow, and I like the opportunity of letting people 
know that I think so." 

" A drama in which friend Arthur piques himself 
on having a pretty part to play/' said Mr Irwine, 
smiling. But when he saw Arthur colour, he went 
on relentingly, " My part, you know, is always that 
of the old Fogy who sees nothing to admire in the 
yoimg folks. I don't like to admit that I'm proud 
of my pupil when he does graceful things. But I 
must play the amiable old gentleman for once, and 
second your toast in honour of Adam. Has your 
grandfather yielded on the other point too, and 
agreed to have a respectable man as steward ?" 

" no," said Arthur, rising from his chair with 
an air of impatience, and walking along the room 
with his hands in his pocketa "He's got some 
project or other about letting the Chase Farm, and 
bargaining for a supply of milk and butter for the 
house. But I ask no questions about it — ^it makes 
me too angry. I believe he means to do all the 
business himself, and have nothing in the shape 
of a steward. It's amazing what energy he has, 
though." 
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"Well, well go to the ladies now/' said Mr 
Irwine, rising too. " I want to tell my mother what 
a splendid throne you've prepared for her imder the 
marquee." 

" Yes, and we must be going^to luncheon too," 
said Arthur. " It must be two o'clock, for there 
is the gong beginning to sound for the tenants' 
dinners." 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



DINNBB-TIMB. 



When Adam heard that he was to dine up-stairs 
with the large tenants, he felt rather uncomfortable 
at the idea of being exalted in this way above his 
mother and Seth, who were to dine in the cloisters 
below. But Mr Mills, the butler, assured him that 
Captain Donnithome had given particular orders 
about it, and would be veiy angry if Adam was not 
there. , 

Adam nodded, and went up to Seth, who was 
standing a few yards off "Seth, lad,'' he said, 
" the Captain has sent to say I'm to dine up-st«drs 
— ^he wishes it particular, Mr Mills says, so I suppose 
it 'ud be behaving ill for me not to go. But I don't 
like sitting up above thee and mother, as if I was 
better than my own flesh and blood. Thee 't not 
take it unkind, I hope ?" 

"Nay, nay, lad," said Seth, "thy honour's our 
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honour ; and if thee get'st respect, thee'st won it by 
thy own deserts. The further I see thee above me, 
the better, so long as thee feel'st like a brother to 
me. It's because o' thy being appointed over the 
woods, and it's nothing but what's right. That's 
a place o' trust, and thee't above a commqn work- 
man now." 

" Ay,'' said Adam, " but nobody knows a word 
about it yet. I haven't given notice to Mr Surge 
about leaving him, and I don't like to tell anybody 
else about it before he knows, for he'll be a good 
bit hurt, I doubt. People 'ull be wondering to see 
me there, and they'll like enough be guessing the 
reason, and asking questions, for there's been so 
much talk up and down about my having the place, 
this last tliree weeks." 

" Well, thee canst say thee wast ordered to come 
without being told the reason. That's the truth. 
And mother 'ull be fine and joyful about it. Let's 
go and tell her." 

Adam was not the only guest invited to come 
up-stairs on other grounds than the amount he con- 
tributed to the rent-roll There were other people 
in the two parishes who derived dignity from their 
functions rather than from their pocket, and of 
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these Bartle Massey was one. His lame walk was 
rather slower than usual on this warm day, so 
Adam lingered behind when the bell rang for 
dinner, that he might walk up with his old friend ; 
for he was a little too shy to join the Poyser party 
on this public occasion. Opportunities of getting 
to Hetty's side, would be sure to turn up in the 
course of the day, and Adam contented himself with 
that, for he disliked any risk of being "joked" about 
Hetty ; — ^the big, out-spoken, fearless man was very 
shy and diffident as to his love-making. 

"Well, Mester Massey," said Adam, as Bartle 
came up, " I'm going to dine up-stairs with you to- 
day : the Captain's sent me orders." 

" Ah !" said Bartle, pausing, with one hand on 
his back. " Then there's something in the wind — 
there's something in the wind. Have you heard 
anything about what the old Squire means to do ?" 

" Why, yes," said Adam ; " I'll tell you what I 
know, because I believe you can keep a still tongue 
in your head if you like ; and I hope you'll not let 
drop a word till it's common talk, for I've particular 
reasons against it's being known." 

" Trust to me, my boy, trust to me. I've got no 
wife to worm it out of me, and then run out and 
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cackle it in everybody's hearing. If you trust a 
man, let him be a bachelor — ^let him be a bachelor." 

" Well, then, it was so far settled yesterday, that 
I'm to take the management o' the woods. The 
Captain sent for me, t' oflTer it me, when I was' 
seeing to the poles and things here, and I've agreed 
to 't But if anybody asks any questions up-stairs, 
just you take no notice, and turn the talk to some- 
thing else, and 111 be obliged to you. Now, let us 
go on, for we're pretty nigh the last, I think." 

" I know what to do, never fear," said Bartle, 
moving on. " The news will be good sauce to my 
dinner. Ay, ay, my boy, you'll get on. I'll back 
you for an eye at measuring, and a head-piece for 
figures, against any man in this county ; and you've 
had good teaching — ^you've had good teaching." 

When they got up-stairs, the question which 
Arthur had left unsettled, as to who was to be 
president and who vice, was still under discussion, 
so that Adam's entrance passed without remark. 

" It stands to sense," Mr Casson was saying, " as 
old Mr Poyser, as is th' oldest man i' the room, 
should sit at top o' the table. I wasn't butler 
fifteen year without learning the rights and the 
wrongs about dinner." 
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" Nay, nay/' said old Martin, " Fn gi'en up to 
my son ; I'm no tenant now : let my son take my 
place. Th' onld foulks ha' had their turn: they 
mun make way for the yoimg uns.'' 

"I should ha' thought the biggest tenant had 
the best right, more nor th' oldest," said Luke 
Britton, who was not fond of the critical Mr Poyser ; 
" there's Mester Holdsworth has more land nor any- 
body else on th' estate." 

"Well," said Mr Poyser, "suppose we say the 
man wi' the foulest land shall sit at top ; then 
whoever gets th' honour, there'll be no envying on 
him." 

" Eh, here's Mester Massey," said Mr Craig, who, 
being a neutral in the dispute, had no interest but 
in conciliation ; "the schoolmaster ought to be able 
to tell you what's right. Who's to sit at top o' the 
table, Mr Massey?" 

" Why, the broadest man," said Bartle ; " and then 
hje won't take up other folk's room ; and the next 
broadest must sit at bottom." 

This happy mode of settling the dispute produced 
much laughter — a smaller joke would have sufficed 
for that. Mr Casson, however, did not feel it com- 
patible with his dignity and superior knowledge to 
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join in the laugh, until it turned out that he was fixed 
on as the second broadest man. Martin Poyser, 
the younger, as the broadest, was to b^ president, 
and Mr Casson, as next broadest, was to be vice. 

Owing to this arrangement, Adam, being, of 
course, at the bottom of the table, fell under the 
immediate observation of Mr Casson, who, too much 
occupied with the question of precedence, had not 
hitherto noticed his entrance. Mr Casson, we have 
seen, considered Adam " rather lifted up and 
peppery-like :'' he thought the gentry made more 
fuss about this young carpenter than was necessary ; 
they made no fuss about Mr Casson, although he 
had been an excellent butler for fifteen years. 

" Well, Mr Bede, you're one o' them as mounts 
hup'ards apace," he said, when Adam sat down. 
" YouVe niver dined here before, as I remember." 

" No, Mr Casson," said Adam, in his strong voice, 
that could be heard along the table ; " I've never 
dined here before, but I come by Captain Donni- 
thome's wish, and I hope it's not disagreeable to 
anybody here." 

" Nay, nay,'' said several voices at once, " we're 
glad ye 're come. Who's got anything to say 
again' it?" 
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" And ye'U sing us ' Over the hills and far away,' 
after dinner, wonna ye ?" said Mr Chowne. " That's 
a song I'm uncommon fond on.'' 

"Peeh 1" said Mr Craig; "it's not to be named 
beside o' the Scotch tunes. I've never cared about 
singing myself; I've had something better to do. 
A man that's got the names and the natur o' plants 
in's head isna likely to keep a hollow place t' hold 
tunes in. But a second cousin o' mine, a drovier, 
was a rare hand at remembering the Scotch tunes. 
He'd got nothing else to think on." 

"The Scotch tunes!" said Bartle Massey, con- 
temptuously; "I've heard enough o' the Scotch 
tunes to last me while I live. They're fit for nothing 
but to frighten the birds with — that's to say, the 
English birds, for the Scotch birds may sing Scotch 
for what I know. Give the lads a bagpipes instead 
of a rattle, and I'll answer for it the com '11 be 
safe." 

"Yes, there's folks as find a pleasure in under- 
vallying what they know but little about," said Mr 
Craig^ 

" Why, the Scotch tunes are jiist like a scolding, 
nagging woman," Bartle went on, without deigning 
to notice Mr Craig's remark. "They go on with 
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the same thing over and over again, and never come 
to a reasonable end. Anybody 'ud think the Scotch 
tmies had always being asking a question of some- 
body as deaf as old Taft, and had never got an 
answer yet" 

Adam minded the less about sitting by Mr Cas- 
son, because this position enabled him to see Hetty, 
who was not far off him at the next table. Hetty, 
however, had not even noticed his presence yet, for 
she was giving angry attention to Totty, who in- 
sisted on drawing up her feet on to the bench in 
antique fashion, and thereby threatened to make 
dusty marks on Hetty's pink and white frock. No 
sooner were the little fat legs pushed down than up 
they came again, for Totty's eyes were too busy in 
staring at the large dishes to see where the plum- 
pudding was, for her to retain any consciousness of 
her legs. Hetty got quite out of patience, and at 
last, with a frown and pout, and gathering tears, 
she said, 

" dear, aunt, I wish you'd speak to Totty, she 
keeps putting her legs up so, and messing my frock." 

" What's the matter wi' the child ? She can niver 
please you," said the mother. " Let her come by the 
side o' me, then : / can put up wi' her." 
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Adam was looking at Hetty, and saw the frown 
and pout, and the dark eyes seeming to grow larger 
with pettish half-gathered tears. Quiet Mary Burge, 
who sat near enough to see that Hetty was cross, 
and that Adam's eyes were fixed on her, thought 
that so sensible a man as Adam must be reflecting 
on the small value of beauty in a woman whose 
temper was bad. Mary was a good girl, not given to 
indulge in evil feelings, but she said to herself, that, 
since Hetty had a bad temper, it was better Adam 
should know it. And it was quite true, that if Hetty 
had been plain she would have looked very ugly and 
unamiable at that moment, and no one's moral judg- 
ment upon her would have been in the least beguiled. 
But really there was something quite charming in 
her pettishness : it looked so much more like inno- 
cent distress than ill-humour ; and the severe Adam 
felt no movement of disapprobation ; he only felt a 
sort of amused pity, as if he had seen a kitten 
setting up its back, or a little bird with its feathers 
ruffled. He could not gather what was vexing her, 
but it was impossible to him to feel otherwise than 
that she was the prettiest thing in the world, and 
that if he could have his way, nothing should ever 
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vex her any more. And presently, when^ Totty 
was gone, she caught his eye, and her face broke 
into one of its brightest smiles, as she nodded to 
him. It was a bit of flirtation : she knew Mary 
Surge was looking at them. But the smile was like 
wine to Adam. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE HEALTH-DEINKINa 

When the dinner was over, and the first draughts 
from the great cask of birthday ale were brought 
up, room was made for the broad Mr Poyser at the 
side of the table, and two chairs were placed at the 
head. It had been settled very definitely what Mr 
Poyser was to do when the young Squire should 
appear, and for the last five minutes he had been 
in a state of abstraction, with his eyes fixed on the 
dark picture opposite, and his hands busy with 
the loose cash and other articles in his breeches 
pockets. 

When the young Squire entered, with Mr Irwine 
by his side, every one stood up, and this moment of 
homage was very agreeable to Arthur. He liked to 
feel his own importance, and besides that, he cared 
a great deal for the good-will of these people : he 
was fond of thinking that they had a hearty, special 
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regard for him. The pleasure he felt was in his face 
as he said, 

" My grandfather and I hope all our friends here 
have enjoyed their dinner, and find my birthday ale 
good. Mr Irwine and I are come to taste it with 
yon, and I'm sure we shall aU like anything the 
better that the Eector shares with ns." 

All eyes were now turned on Mr Poyser, who, 
with his hands still busy in his pockets, began with 
the deliberateness of a slow-striking clock. " Cap- 
tain, my neighbours have put it upo' me to speak 
for 'em to-day, for where folks think pretty much 
alike, one spokesman's as good as a score. And 
though we've mayhappen got contrairy ways o' 
thinking about a many things — one man lays down 
his land one way, an' another another — an' 111 not 
take it upon me to speak to no man's farming but 
my own — ^this I'll say, as we're all o' one mind 
about our young Squire. WeVe pretty nigh all on 
us known you when you war a little un, an we've 
niver known anything on you but what was good 
an' honorable. You speak fair an' y' act fair, an' 
we're joyful when we look forrard to your b^ing 
our landlord, for we b'lieve you mean to do right by 
everybody, an' 'ull make no man's bread bitter to 
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him if you can help it. That's what I mean, an' 
that's what we all me$in ; an' when a man's said what 
he means, he'd better stop, for th' ale 'ull be none 
the better for stannin'. An' I'll not say how we 
like th' ale yit, for we wama goin' to taste it till 
we'd drunk your health in it;, but the dinner was 
good, an' if there's anybody hasna enjoyed it, it 
must be the fault of his own inside. An' as for the 
Rector's company, it's well known as that's welcome 
t' all the parish wherever he may be; an' I hope, an' 
we all hope, as he'll live to see us old folks, an' wer 
children grown to men an' women, an' your honour 
a family man. I've no more to say as concerns the 
present time, an' so we'll drink our young Squire's 
health — ^three times three." 

Hereupon a glorious shouting, a rapping, a jin- 
gling, a clattering, and a shouting, with plentiful da 
capo, pleasanter than a strain of sublimest music in 
the ears that receive such a tribute for the first 
time. Arthur had felt a twinge of conscience dur- 
ing Mr Peyser's speech, but it was too feeble to 
nullify the pleasure he felt in being praised- Did 
he not deserve what was said of him, on the whole ? 
If there was something in his conduct that Poyser 
wouldn't have liked if he had known it, why, no 
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man's conduct will bear too close an inspection ; and 
Poyser was not likely to know it ; and after all, 
what had he done ? Gone a little too far perhaps 
in flirtation, but another man in his place would 
have acted much worse ; and no harm would come 
— ^no harm should come, for the next time he was 
alone with Hetty, he would explain to her that she 
must not think seriously of him or of what had 
passed. It was necessary to Arthur, you perceive, 
to be satisfied with himself : uncomfortable thoughts 
must be got rid of by good intentions for the future, 
which can be formed so rapidly, that he had time to 
be uncomfortable and to become easy again before 
Mr Peyser's slow speech was finished, and when it 
was time for him to speak he was quite light- 
hearted. 

" I thank you all, my good friends and neigh- 
bours,*' Arthur said, " for the good opinion of me, 
and the kind feelings towards me which Mr Poyser 
has been expressing on your behalf and on his own, 
and it will always be my heartiest wish to deserve 
them. In the course of things we may expect that, 
if I live, I shall one day or other be your land- 
lord ; indeed it is on the ground of that expectation 
that my grandfather has wished me to celebrate 
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this day and to come among you now ; and I look 
forward to this position, not merely as one of power 
and pleasure for myself, but as a means of benefit- 
ing my neighbours. It hardly becomes so young 
a man as I am, to talk much about farming to you, 
who are most of you so much older, and are men of 
experience ; still, I have interested myself a good 
deal in such matters, and learned as much about 
them as my opportunities have allowed ; and when 
the course of events shall place the estate in my 
hands, it will be my first desire to aflford my tenants 
all the encouragement a landlord can give them, in 
improving their land, and trying to bring about a 
better practice of husbandry. It will be my wish 
to be looked on by aU my deserving tenants as their 
best friend, and nothing would make me so happy 
as to be able to respect every man 'on the estate, 
and to be respected by him in return. It is not my 
place at present to enter into particulars ; I only 
meet your good hopes concerning me by telling you 
that my own hopes correspond to them — that what 
you expect from me I desire to fulfil ; and I am 
quite of Mr Poyser's opinion, that when a man has 
said what he means, he had better stop. But the 
pleasure I feel in having my own health drunk by 
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you would not be perfect if we did not drink the 
health of my grandfather, who has filled the place 
of both parents to me. I will say no more, imtil 
you have joined me in drinking his health on a day 
when he has wished me to appear among you as the 
future representative of his name and family." 

Perhaps there was no one present except Mr 
Irwine who thoroughly understood and approved 
Arthur's graceful mode of proposing his grand- 
father's health. The farmers thought the young 
Squire knew well enough that they hated the old 
Squire, and Mrs Poyser said " he'd better not ha' 
stirred a kettle o' sour broth." The bucolic mind 
does not readily apprehend the refinements of good 
taste. But the toast could not be rejected, and 
when it had been drunk, Arthur said, 

" I thank you, both for my grandfather and my- 
self; and now there is one more thing I wish to tell 
you, that you may share my pleasure about it, as I 
hope and believe you wilL I think there can be no 
man here who has not a respect, and some of you I 
am sure, have a very high regard, for my friend 
Adam Bede. It is well known to every one in this 
neighbourhood that there is no man whose word can 
be more depended on than his ; that whatever he 
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undertakes to do, he does well, and is as careful for 
the interests of those who employ him as for his 
own. I'm proud to say that I was very fond of 
' Adam when I was a little boy, and I have never 
lost my old feeling for him — I think that shows that 
I know a good fellow when I find him. It has long 
been my wish that he should have the management 
of the woods on the estate, which happen to be very 
valuable ; not only because I think so highly of his 
character, but because he has the knowledge and 
the skill which fit him for the place. And I am 
happy to tell you that it is my grandfather's wish 
too, and it is now settled that Adam shall manage 
the woods — a. change which I am sure will be very 
much for the advantage of the" estate ; and I hope 
you will by-and-by join me in drinking his health, 
and in wishing him all the prosperity in life that he 
deserves. But there is a still older friend of mine 
than Adam Bede present, and I need not tell you 
that it is Mr Irwine. Fm sure you will agree with 
me that we must drink no other person's health until 
we have drunk his. I know you have all reason to 
love him, but no one of his parishioners has so much 
reasonf as I. Come, charge your glasses, and let us 
drink to our excellent Kector — ^three times three T' 
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This toast was drunk with all the enthusiasm that 
was wanting to the last, and it certainly was the 
most picturesque moment in the scene when Mr 
Lrwine got up to speak, and aU the £a.ces in the room 
were turned towards him. The superior refinement 
of his face was much more striking than that of 
Arthur's when seen in comparison with the people 
round them. Arthur's was a much commoner British 
face, and the splendour of his new-fashioned clothes 
was more akin to the young farmer's taste in costume 
than Mr Irwine's powder, and the well-brushed hut 
well-worn black, which seemed to be his chosen suit 
for great occasions ; for he had the mysterious secret 
of never wearing a new-looking coat 

" This is not the first time, by a great many," he 
said, '' that I have had to thank my parishioners for 
giving me tokens of their good-wiU, but neighbourly 
kindness is among those things that are the more 
precious the older they get. Indeed, our pleasant 
meeting to-day is a proof that when what is good 
comes of age and is likely to live, there is reason for 
rejoicing, and the relation between us as clergyman 
and parishioners came of age two years ago, for it 
is three-and-twenty years since I first came among 
you, and I see some tall, fine-looking young men 
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here, as well as some blooming yonng women, that 
were far from looking as pleasantly at me when I 
christened them, as I am happy to see them looking 
now. But I'm sure you will not wonder when I 
say, that among all those young men, the one in 
whom I have the strongest interest is my friend Mr 
Arthur Donnithome, for whom you have just ex- 
pressed your regard. I had the pleasure of being 
his tutor for several years, and have naturally had 
opportunities of knowing him intimately which can- 
not have occurred to any one else who is present ; 
and I have some pride as well as pleasure in assur- 
ing you that I share your high hopes concerning 
him, and your confidence in his possession of those 
qualities which will make him an excellent landlord 
when the time shall come for him to take that im- 
portant position among you. We feel alike on most 
matters on which a man who is getting towards fifty 
can feel in common with a young man of one-and- 
twenty, and he has just been expressing a feeling 
which I share very heartily, and I would not will- 
ingly omit the opportimity of saying so. That 
feeling is his value and respect for Adam Bede. 
People in a high station are of course more thought 
of and talked about, and have their virtues more 
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praised, than those whose lives are passed in humble, 
everyday work ; but every sensible man knows how 
necessary that humble everyday work is, and how 
important it is to us that it shoald be done well. 
And I agree with my friend Mr Arthur Donnithome 
in feeling that when a man whose duty lies in that 
sort of work shows a character which would make 
him an example in any station, his merit should 
be acknowledged. He is one of those to whom 
honour is due, and his friends should delight to 
honour him. I know Adam Bede well — I know 
what he is as a workman, and what he has been as 
a son and brother — and I am saying the simplest 
truth when I say that I respect him as much as I 
respect any man living. But I am not speaking to 
you about a stranger ; some of you are his intimate 
friends, and I believe there is not one here who does 
not know enough of him to join heartily in drinking 
his health." 

As Mr Irwine paused, Arthur jumped up, and 
filling his glass, said, " A bumper to Adam Bede, and 
may he live to have sons as faithful and clever as 
himself !'' 

No hearer, not even Bartle Massey, was so 
delighted with this toast as Mr Peyser: "tough 
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work" as his first speech had been, he would have 
started up to make another if he had not known the 
extreme irregularity of such a course. As it was, 
he found an outlet for his feeling in drinking his 
ale unusually fast, and setting down his glass with a 
swing of his arm and a determined rap. If Jonathan 
Burge and a few others felt less comfortable on the 
occasion, they tried their best to look contented, and 
so the toast was drunk with a good- will apparently 
unanimous. 

Adam was rather paler than usual when he got 
up to thank his fidends. He was a good deal 
moved by this public tribute — very naturally, for he 
was in the presence of all his little world, and it was 
uniting to do him honour. But he felt no shyness 
about speaking, not being troubled with small vanity 
or lack of words ; he looked neither awkward nor 
embarrassed, but stood in his usual firm upright 
attitude, with his head thrown a little backward and 
his hands perfectly still, in that rough dignity which 
is peculiar to intelligent, honest, well-built workmen, 
who are never wondering what is their business in 
the world. 

"Tm quite taken by surprise," he said. "I 
didn't expect anything o' this sort, for it's a good 
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deal more than my wages. Bat Tve the more 
reason to be grateful to you, Captain, and to you, 
Mr Irwine, and to all my friends here, who've 
drunk my health and wished me well It 'ud be 
nonsense for me to be saying, I don't at all deserve 
th' opinion you have of me ; that 'ud be poor thanks 
to you, to say that youVe known me all these 
years, and yet haven't sense enough to find out a 
great deal o' the truth about me. You think, if I 
undertake to do a bit o' work, 111 do it well, be my 
pay big or little — ^and that's trua Td be ashamed 
to stand before you here if it wasna true. But it 
seems to me, that's a man's plain duty, and nothing 
to be conceited about, and it's pretty clear to me 
as IVe never done more than my duty; ffor let 
us do what we wiU, it's only making use o' the 
sperrit and the powers that ha' been given to us. 
And so this kindness o' yours, Fm sure, is no debt 
you owe me, but a free gift, and as such I accept 
it and am thankful. And as to this new employ- 
ment I've taken in hand, 111 only say that I took 
it at Captain Donnithome's desire, and that 111 try 
to fulfil his expectations. I'd wish for no better 
lot than to work under him, and to know that 
while I was getting my own bread I was taking 
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care of his int'rests. For I believe he's one o' those 
gentlemen as wishes to do the right thing, and to 
leave the world a bit better than he found it, which 
it's my belief every man may do, whether he's gentle 
or simple, whether he sets a good bit o' work going 
and finds the money, or whether he does the work 
with his own hands. There's no occasion for me 
to say any more about what I feel towards him : I 
hope to show it through the rest o' my life in my 
actions/* 

There were various opinions about Adam's speech : 
some of the women whispered that he didn't show 
himself thankful enough, and seemed to speak as 
proud as could be ; but most of the men were of 
opinion that nobody could speak more straitfor- 
'ard, and that Adam was as fine a chap as need 
to be. While such observations were being buzzed 
about, mingled with wonderings as to what the old 
Squire meant to do for a bailiflf, and whether he 
was going to have a steward, the two gentlemen had 
risen, and were walking round to the table where 
the wives and children sat. There was none of the 
strong ale here, of course, but wine and dessert — 
sparkling gooseberry for the young ones, and some 
good sherry for the mothers. Mrs Poyser was at 
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the head of this table, and Totty was now seated in 
her lap, bending her small nose deep down into a 
wine-glass in search of the nuts floating there. 

"How do you do, Mrs Poyser?" said Arthur. 
" Weren't you pleased to hear your husband make 
such a good speech to-day? " 

"0, sir, the men are mostly so tongue-tied — 
you're forced partly to guess what they mean, as 
you do wi' the dumb creaturs/' 

" What ! you think you could have made it 
better for him?'' said Mr Irwine, laughing. 

" Well, sir, when I want to say anything, I can 
mostly find words to say it in, thank God. Not as 
I'm a-finding faut wi' my husband, for if he's a 
man o' few words, what he says he'll stand to." 

"I'm sure I never saw a prettier party than 
this," Arthur said, looking round at the apple- 
cheeked children. " My aimt and the Miss Irwines 
will come up and see you presently. They were 
afraid of the noise of the toasts, but it would be a 
shame for them not to see you at table." 

He walked on, speaking to the mothers and 
patting the children, while Mr Irwine satisfied him- 
self with standing still, and nodding at a distance, 
that no one's attention might be disturbed from the 
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young Squire, the hero of the day. Arthur did not 
venture to stop neaar Hetty, but merely bowed to 
her as he passed along the opposite side. The 
foolish child felt her heart swelling with discon- 
tent ; for what woman was ever satisfied with 
apparent neglect, even when she knows it to be 
the mask of love ? Hetty thought this was going 
to be the most miserable day she had had for a 
long while : a moment of chill daylight and reality 
came across her dream : Arthur, who had seemed so 
near to her only a few hours before, was separated 
from her, as the hero of a great procession is sepa- 
rated from a small outsider in the crowd. 



CHAPTER XXV. 



THE GAMEa 



The great dance was not to begin until eight 
o'clock ; but for any lads and lasses who liked to 
dance on the shady grass before then, there was 
music always at hand ; for was not the band of the 
Benefit Club capable of plajdng excellent jigs, reds, 
and hornpipes? And besides this, there was a 
grand band hired from Eosseter, who, with their 
wonderful wind-instruments and pufied-out cheeks, 
were themselves a delightful show to the small boys 
and girls. To say nothing of Joshua Eann's fiddle, 
which, by an act of generous forethought, he had 
provided himself with, in case any one should be of 
sufficiently pure taste to prefer dancing to a solo on 
that instrument. 

Meantime, when the sun had moved off the great 
open space in firont of the house, the games began. 
There were of course weU-soaped poles to be climbed 
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by the boys and youths, races to be run by the old 
women, races to be run in sacks, heavy weights to 
be lifted by the strong men, and a long list of 
challenges to such ambitious attempts as that of 
walking as many yards as possible on one leg — 
feats in which it was generally remarked that Wiiy 
Ben, being "the lissom'st, springest fellow i' the 
country," was sure to be pre-eminent. To crown aU, 
there was to be a donkey race — that sublimest of 
all races, conducted on the grand socialistic idea of 
everybody encouraging everybody else's donkey, and 
the sorriest donkey winning. 

And soon after four o'clock, splendid old Mrs Ir- 
wine, in her damask satin and jewels and black lace, 
was led out by Arthur, followed by the whole family 
party, to her raised seat under the striped marquee, 
where she was to give out the prizes to the victors. 
Staid, formal Miss Lydia had requested to resign 
that queenly office to the royal old lady, and Arthur 
was pleased with this opportunity of grati^ing his 
godmother's taste for stateliness. Old Mr Donni- 
thome, the delicately-clean, finely-scented, withered 
old man, led out Miss Irwine, with his air of punc- 
tilious, acid politeness ; Mr Oawaine brought Miss 
Lydia, looking neutral and stiff in an elegant peach- 
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blossom silk ; and Mr Irwine came last with his pale 
sister Anne. No other Mend of the family, besides 
Mr Gawaine, was invited to-day : there was to be a 
grand dinner for the neighbouring gentry on the 
morrow, but to-day all the forces were required for 
the entertainment of the tenants. 

There was a sunk fence in front of the marquee, 
dividing the lawn from the park, but a temporary 
bridge had been made for the passage of the victors, 
and the groups of people standing, or seated here 
and there on benches, stretched on each side of the 
open space from the white marquees up to the 
sunk fence. 

" Upon my word it's a pretty sight,'' said the old 
lady, in her deep voice, when she was seated, and 
looked round on the bright scene with its dark- 
green background ; " and it's the last fSte-day I'm 
likely to see, unless you make haste and get married, 
Arthur. But take care you get a charming bride, 
else I would rather die without seeing her." 

" You're so terribly fastidious, godmother," said 
Arthur, " I'm afraid I should never satisfy you with 
my choice." 

" Well, I won't forgive you if she's not handsome. 
I can't be put off with amiability, which is always 
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the excuse people are making for the existence of 
plain people. And she must not be silly ; that will 
never do, because youTl want managing, and a silly 
woman can't manage you. Who is that tall young 
man, Dauphin, with the mild face? There — stand- 
ing without his hat, and taking such care of that 
tall old woman by the side of him — ^his mother, of 
coursa I like to see that/' 

" What, don't you know him, mother? " said Mr 
Irwine. *'That is Seth Bede, Adam's brother — a 
Methodist, but a very good fellow. Poor Seth has 
looked rather down-hearted of late ; I thought it 
was because of his father's dying in that sad way ; 
but Joshua Eann tells me he wanted to marry that 
sweet little Methodist preacher who was here about 
a month ago, and I suppose she refused him." 

" Ah, I remember hearing about her : but th^re 
are no end of people here that I don't know, for 
they're grown up and altered so since I used to go 
about." 

" What excellent sight you have ! " said old Mr 
Donnithome, who was holding a double glass up to 
his eyes, " to see the expression of that young man's 
face so far off. His face is nothing but a pale 
blurred spot to me. But I fancy I have the advan- 
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tage of you when we come to look close. I can 
read small print without spectacles/' 

" Ah, my dear sir, you began with being very 
near-sighted, and those near-sighted eyes always 
wear the best I want very strong spectacles to 
read with, but then I think my eyes get better 
and better for things at a distance. I suppose if I 
could live another fifty years, I should be blind to 
everything that wasn't out of other people's sight, 
like a man who stands in a well, and sees nothing 
but the stars." 

" See,'' said Arthur, " the old women are ready 
to . set out on their race now. Which do you bet 
on, Gawaine?" 

" The long-legged one, unless they're going to have 
several heats, and then the little wiry one may win." 

" There are the Poysers, mother, not far oflf on 
the right hand," said Miss Irwine. " Mrs Poyser is 
looking at you. Do take notice of her." 

" To be sure I wUl," said the old lady, giving a 
gracious bow to Mrs Poyser. "A woman who 
sends me such excellent cream-cheese is not to be 
neglected. Bless me ! what a fat child that is she 
is holding on her knee ! But who is that pretty 
girl with dark eyes ? " 



192 ADAM BEDE. 

" That is Hetty Sorrel/' said Miss Lydia Donni- 
thome, " Martin Poyser's niece — a, very likely young 
person, and well-looking too. My maid has taught 
her fine needlework, and she has mended some lace 
of mine very respectably indeed — ^very respectably." 

" Why, she has lived with the Poysers six or seven 
years, mother ; you must have seen her," said Miss 
Irwine. 

" No, I've never seen her, child ; at least not as 
she is. now,*' said Mrs Irwine, continuing to look at 
Hetty. "Well-looking, indeed! She's a perfect 
beauty ! IVe never seen anything so pretty since 
my young days. What a pity such beauty as that 
should be thrown away among the farmers, when it's 
wanted so terribly among the good families without 
fortune ! I daresay, now, shell marry a man who 
would have thought her just as pretty if she had 
had round eyes and red hair." 

Arthur dare not turn his eyes towards Hetty 
while Mrs Irwine was speaking of her. He feigned 
not to hear, and to be occupied with something 
on the opposite side. But he saw her plainly 
enough without looking ; saw her in heightened 
beauty, because he heard her beauty praised — for 
other men's opinion, you know, was like a native 
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dimate to Artlmr's feelings : it was the air on which 
they thrived the best, and grew strong. Yes ! she 
was enough to turn any man's head : any man in 
his place would have done and felt the sama And 
to give her up after all, as he was determined to do, 
would be an act that he should always look back 
upon with prida 

" No, mother,'" said Mr Irwine, replying to her 
last words ; " I can't agree with you there. The 
common people are not quite so stupid as you ima- 
gine The commonest man, who has his ounce of 
sense and feeling, is conscious of the difference be- 
tween a lovely, delicate woman, and a coarse one. 
Even a dog feels a difference in their presence. The 
man may be no better able than the dog to explain 
the influence the more refined beauty has on him, 
but he feels it'" 

"Bless me, Dauphin, what does an old bachelor 
like you know about it V 

" 0, that is one of the matters in which old bache- 
lors are wiser than married men, because they have 
time for more general contemplation. Your fine 
critic of women must never shackle his judgment 
by calling one woman his own. But, as an example 
of what I was saying, that pretty Methodist preacher 

VOL. IL N 
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I mentioned just now, told me tliat she had preached 
to the roughest miners, and had never been treated 
with anything but the utmost respect and kindness 
by them. The reason is — though she doesn't know 
it — that there's so much tenderness, refinement, and 
purity about her. Such a woman as that brings 
with her 'airs from heaven' that the coarsest fellow 
is not insensible to." 

"Here's a delicate bit of womanhood, or girl- 
hood, coming to receive a prize, I suppose," said 
Mr Gawaine. " She must be one of the racers in 
the sacks, who had set oflf before we came." 

The " bit of womanhood " was our old acquaint- 
ance Bessy Cranage, otherwise Chad's Bess, whose 
large red cheeks and blowsy person had undergone 
an exaggeration of colour, which, if she had hap- 
pened to be a heavenly body, would have made her 
sublime. Bessy, I am sorry to say, had taken to 
her earrings again since Dinah's departure, and was 
otherwise decked out in such small finery as she 
could muster. Any one who could have looked into 
poor Bessy's heart would have seen a striking re- 
semblance between her little hopes and anxieties 
and Hetty's. The advantage, perhaps, would have 
been on Bessy's side in the matter of feeling. But 
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then, you see^ they were so very different outside ! 
You would have been inclined to box Bessy's ears, 
and you would have longed to kiss Hetty. 

Bessy had been tempted to run the arduous race, 
partly firom mere hoidenish gaiety, partly because 
of the prize. Some one had said, there were to be 
cloaks and other nice clothes for prizes, and she ap- 
proached the marquee, fanning herself with her 
handkerchief, but with exultation sparkling in her 
round eyes. 

" Here is the prize for the first sack race,'' said 
Miss Lydia, taking a large parcel from the table 
where the prizes were laid, and giving it to Mrs 
Irwine before Bessy came up ; "an excellent gro- 
gram gown and a piece of flannel" 

" You didn't think the winner was to be so young, 
I suppose, aunt?" said Arthur. " Couldn't you find 
something else for this girl, and save that grim- 
looking gown for one of the older women ?" 

" I have bought nothing but what is useful and 
substantial," said Miss Lydia, adjusting her own 
lace ; "I should not think of encouraging a love of 
finery in young women of that class. I have a scarlet 
cloak, but that is for the old woman who wins." 

This speech of Miss Lydia's produced rather a 
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mocking expression in Mrs Irwine's face as she 
looked at Arthur, while Bessy came up and dropped 
a series of curtsies. 

"This is Bessy Cranage, mother," said Mr Irwine 
kindly, " Chad Cranage's daughter. You remember 
Chad Cranage, the blacksmith?" 

"Yes, to be sure," said Mrs Irwine. "Well, 
Bessy, here is your prize — excellent warm things 
for winter. I'm sure you have had hard work to 
win them this warm day.'' 

Bessy's lip fell, as she saw the ugly, heavy gown, — 
which felt so hot and disagreeable, too, on this July 
day, and was such a great ugly thing to carry. 
She dropped her curtsies again, without looking up, 
and with a growing tremulousness about the comers 
of her mouth, and then turned away. 
• " Poor girl," said Arthur ; " I think she's disap- 
pointed. I wish it had been something more to hei^ 
taste." 

"She's a bold-looking young person," observed 
Miss Lydia. "Not at all one I should likef to 
encourage." 

Arthur silently resolved that he would make 
Bessy a present of money before the day was over, 
that she might buy something more to her mind ; 
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but she, not aware of the consolation in store for 
her, turned out of the open space, where she was 
visible from the marquee, and throwing down the 
odious bundle under a tree, began to cry — very 
much tittered at the while by the small boys. In 
this situation she was descried by her discreet 
matronly cousin, who lost no time in coming up, 
having just given the baby into her husband's 
charga 

"What's the matter wi' ye?" said Bess the 
matron, taking up the bundle and examining it. 
"Yen sweltered yoursen, I reckon, running that 
fool's race. An' here, they'n gi'en you lots o' good 
grogram an' flannel, as should ha' been gi'en by good 
rights to them as had the sense to keep away from 
such foolery. Ye might spare me a bit o' this grog- 
ram to make clothes for the lad — ^ye war ne'er ill- 
natur'd, Bess ; I ne'er said that on ye." 

" Ye may take it all, for what I care," said Bess 
the maiden, with a pettish movement, beginning to 
wipe away her tears and recover herself 

"Well, I could do wi't, if so be ye want to get 
rid on't," said the disinterested cousin, walking 
quickly away with the bundle, lest Chad's Bess 
should change her mind. 
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But that bonny-cheeked lass w^ blest with an 
elasticity of spirits that secured her from any rank- 
ling grief ; and by the time the grand climax of the 
donkey race came on, her disappointment was en- 
tirely lost in the delightful excitement of attempt- 
ing to stimulate the last donkey by hisses, while 
the boys applied the argument of sticks. But the 
strength of the donkey mind lies in adopting a 
course inversely as the arguments urged, which, 
well considered, requires as great a mental force as 
the direct sequence ; and the present donkey proved 
the first-rate order of his intelligence by coming to 
a dead stand-still just when the blows were thickest. 
Great was the shouting of the crowd, radiant the 
grinning of Bill Downes the stone-sawyer and the 
fortunate rider of this superior beast, which stood 
calm and stiff-legged in the midst of its triumpL 

Arthur himself had provided the prizes for the 
men, and Bill was made happy with a splendid 
pocket-knife, supplied with blades and gimlets 
enough to make a man at home 'on a desert island 
He had hardly returned from the marquee with the 
prize in his hand, when it began to be understood 
that Wiry Ben proposed to amuse the company, be- 
fore the gently went to dinner, with an impromptu 
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and gratuitous performance — namely, a hornpipe, 
the main idea of which was doubtless borrowed ; 
but this was to be developed by the dancer in so 
peculiar and complex a manner that no one could 
deny him the praise of originality. Wiry Ben's 
pride in his dancing — an accomplishment productive 
of great eiBfeet at the yearly Wake— had needed only 
slightly elevating by an extra quantity of good ale, 
to convince him that the gentry would be very 
much struck with his performance of the hornpipe ; 
and he had been decidedly encouraged in this idea 
by Joshua Rann, who observed that it was nothing 
but right to do something to please the young 
Squire, in return for what he had done for them. 
Tou will be the less surprised at this opinion in so 
grave a personage when you learn that Ben had 
requested Mr Bann to accompany him on the fiddle, 
and Joshua felt quite sure that though there might 
not be much in the dancing, the music would make 
up for it. Adam Bede, who was present in one of 
the large marquees^ where the plan was being dis- 
cussed, told Ben he had better not make a fool of 
himself — ^a remark which at once fixed Ben's deter- 
mination : he was not going to let anything alone 
because Adam Bede turned up his nose at it. 
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"What's this, what's this?'' said old Mr Donni- 
thome. " Is it something you've arranged, Arthur? 
Here's the clerk coming with his fiddle, and a smart 
fellow with a nosegay in his button-hole." 

" No," said Arthur ; " I know nothing about it. 
By Jove, he's going to dance ! It's one of the car- 
penters — I forget his name at this moment." 

" It's Ben Cranage — ^Wiry Ben, they call him," 
said Mr Irwine ; " rather a loose fish, I think. Anne, 
my dear, I see that fiddle-scraping is too much for 
you : you're getting tired. Let me take you in now, 
that you may rest till dinner." 

Miss Anne rose assentingly, and the good brother 
took her away, while Joshua's preliminary scrapings 
burst into the "White Cockade," from which he 
intended to pass to a variety of tunes, by a series 
of transitions which his good ear really taught him 
to execute with some skill. It would have been an 
exasperating fact to him, if he had known it, that 
the general attention was too thoroughly absorbed 
by Ben's dancing for any one to give much heed to 
the music. 

Have you ever seen a real Euglish rustic perform 
a solo dance ? Perhaps you have only seen a ballet 
rustic, smiling like a merry countiyman in crockery, 
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with graceful turns of the haunch and insinuating 
movements of the head. That is as much like the 
real thing as the " Bird Waltz '* is like the song of 
birds. Wiry Ben never smiled : he looked as serious 
as a dancing monkey — as serious as if he had been 
an experimental philosopher ascertaining in his 
own person the amount of shaking and the varieties 
of angularity that could be given to the human 
limbs. 

To make amends for the abundant laughter in 
the striped marquee, Arthur clapped his hands con- 
tinually and cried " Bravo !'' But Ben had one 
admirer whose eyes followed his movements with a 
fervid gravity that equalled his own. It was Martin 
Poyser, who was seated on a bench, with Tommy 
between his legs. 

" What dost think o' that ?" he said to his wife. 
'' He goes as pat to the music as if he was made o' 
clockwork. I used to be a pretty good un at 
dancing myself when I was lighter, but I could 
niver ha' hit it just to th' hair like that'' 

"It's little matter what his limbs are, to my 
thinking,'' returned Mrs Poyser. "He's empty 
enough i' the upper story, or he'd niver come jig- 
ging an' stamping i' that way, like a mad grass- 
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hoppa:, for the gentiy to look at him. They're fit 
to die wi' laughing, I can see." 

" Well, well, so mnch the better, it amuses 'em," 
said Mr Poyser, who did not easQy take an irrit- 
able view of things. *' But they're going away now, 
t' have their dinner, I reckon. Well move aboat 
a bit, shall we ? and fi(ee what Adam Bede's doing. 
He's got to look after the drinking and things : I 
doubt he hasna had much fan." 



CHAPTER XXVL 



THE DANCE. 



Arthue had chosen the entrance-hall for the ball- 
room : very msely, for no other room could have 
been so airy, or would have had the advantage of 
the wide doors opening into the garden, as well as 
a ready entrance into the other rooms. To be sure, 
a stone floor was not the pleasantest to dance on, 
but then, most of the dancers had known what it 
was to enjoy a Christmas dance on kitchen quarries. 
It was one of those entrance-halls which make the 
surrounding rooms look like closets, with stucco 
angels, trumpets and flower-wreaths on the lofty 
ceiling, and great medallions of miscellaneous heroes 
on the walls, alternating with statues in niches. 
Just the sort of place to be ornamented well with 
green boughs, and Mr Craig haJd been proud to show 
his taste and his hot-house plants on the occasion. 
The broad steps of the stone staircase were covered 
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with cushions to serve as seats for the children^ 
who were to stay till half-past nine with the ser- 
vant maids, to see the dancing ; and as this dance 
was confined to the chief tenants, there was abun- 
dant room for every one. The lights were charm- 
ingly disposed in coloured-paper lamps, high up 
among green boughs, and the farmers' wives and 
daughters, as they peeped in, believed no scene could 
be more splendid : they knew now quite well in 
what sort of rooms the king and queen lived, and 
their thoughts glanced with some pity towards 
cousins and acquaintances who had not this fine 
opportunity of knowing how things went on in 
the great world. The lamps were already lit, 
though the sun had not long set, and there was 
that calm light out of doors in which we seem to see 
all objects more distinctly than in the broad day. 

It was a pretty scene outside the house: the 
farmers and their families were moving about the 
lawn, among the flowers and shrubs, or along the 
broad straight road leading from the east front, 
where a carpet of mossy grass spread on each side, 
studded here and there with a dark flat-boughed 
cedar, or a grand pyramidal fir sweeping the ground 
with its branches, all tipped with a fringe of paler 
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green. The groups of cottagers in the park were 
gradually diminishing, the young ones being at- 
tracted towards the lights that were beginning to 
gleam from the windows of the gallery in the 
abbey, which was to be their dancing-room, and 
some of the sober elder ones thinking it time to 
go home quietly. One of these was Lisbeth Bede, 
and Seth went with her — not from filial attention 
only, for his conscience would not let him join in 
dancing. It had been rather a melancholy day 
to Seth : Dinah had never been more constantly 
present with him than in this scene, where every- 
thing was so unlike her. He saw her all the more 
vividly after looking at the thoughtless faces and 
gay-coloured dresses of the young women — just as 
one feels the beauty and the greatness of a pictured 
Madonna the more, when it has been-for a moment 
screened from us by a vulgar head in a bonnet. 
But this presence of Dinah in his mind only helped 
him to bear the better with his mother's mood, 
which had been becoming more and more querulous 
for the last hour. Poor Lisbeih was suffering from 
a strange conflict of feelings. Her joy and pride in 
the honour paid to her darling son Adam was begin- 
ning to be worsted in the conflict with the jealousy 
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and fretfolness whidi had reviyed ^dien Adam 
came to tell her that Captain Donnithome desired 
him to join the dancers in the halL Adam was 
getting more and more out of her reach ; she 
wished all the old troubles back again, for then 
it mattered more to Adam what his mother said 
and did. 

" Eh ! it's fine talkin' o' dancin'/' she said, " an' 
thy father not a five week in's graya An' I wish 
I war there too, istid o' bein' left to take up mer- 
rier folks's room aboye ground." 

" Nay, don't look at it i' that way, mother," said 
Adam, who was determined to be gentle to her 
to-day. " I don't mean to dance — ^I shall only look 
on. And since the Captain wishes me to be there, 
it 'ud look as if I thought I knew better than him, 
to say as I'd rather not stay. And thee know'st 
how he 's behayed to me to-day." 

''Eh, thee't do as thee lik'st, for thy old mother's 
got no right t' hinder thee. She's nought but th' 
old husk, and thee'st slipped away from her, like 
the ripe nut" 

"Well, mother," said Adam, "111 go and tell the 
Captain as it hurts thy feelings for me to stay, and 
I'd rather go home upo' that account : he won't 
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take it ill then, I daresay, and I'm willing/' He 
said this with some effort, for he reaUy longed to be 
near Hetty this evening. 

" Nay, nay, I wonna ha' thee do that — the young 
Squire 'ull be angered. Go an' do what thee't 
ordered to do, an' me an' Seth 'ull go whome. I 
know it's a grit honour for thee to be so looked 
on — an' who's to be prouder on it nor thy mother? 
Hadna she the cumber o' rearin' thee an' doin' for 
thee all these 'ears?" 

"Well, good-by, then, mother — ^good-by, lad, — 
remember Gyp when you get home," said Adam, 
turning away towards the gate of the pleasure- 
grounds, where he hoped he might be able to join 
the Poysers, for he had been so occupied through- 
out the afternoon that he had had no time to speak 
to Hetty. His eye soon detected a distant group, 
which he knew to be the right one, returning to 
the house along the broad gravel road, and he hast- 
ened on to meet them. 

" Why, Adam, I'm glad to get sight on y' again," 
said Mr Poyser, who was carrying Totty on his 
arm. " You're going t' have a bit o' fun, I hope, 
now your works all done. And here's Hetty has 
promised no end o' partners, an* I've just been 
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askin' her if she'd agreed to dance wi' you, an' she 
says no/' 

" Well, I didn't think o' dancing to-night," said 
Adam, already tempted to change his mind, as he 
looked at Hetty. 

"Nonsense!" said Mr Poyser. "Why, every- 
body's goin' to dance to-night, all but th' old 
Squire and Mrs Irwine. Mrs Best's been tellin' 
us as Miss Lyddy and Miss Irwine 'ull dance, an' 
the young Squire 'uU pick my wife for his furst 
partner, t' open the ball : so shell be forced to 
dance, though she's laid by ever sin' the Christmas 
afore the little un was bom. You canna for shame 
stand still, Adam, an' you a fine young fellow, and 
can dance as well as anybody." 

" Nay, nay," said Mrs Poyser, " it 'ud be un- 
becomin'. I know the dancin's nonsense ; but if 
you stick at everything because it's nonsense, you 
wonna go far i' this life. When your broth's ready 
made for you, you mun swallow the thickenin', or 
else let the broth alone." 

" Then if Hetty 'ull dance with me," said Adam, 
yielding either to Mrs Peyser's argument or to 
something else, " I'll dance whichever dance she's 
free." . ,. *\ 

[- ". ) 
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" I've got no partner for the fourth dance/' said 
Hetty ; " I'll dance that with you, if you like." 

" Ah," said Mr Poyser, " but you mun dance the 
first dance, Adam, else it'll look particler. There's 
plenty o' nice partners to pick an' choose from, an' 
it's hard for the gells when the men stan' by and 
don't ask 'em." 

Adam felt the justice of Mr Poyser's observation : 
it would not do for him to dance with no one besides 
Hetty ; and remembering that Jonathan Burge had 
some reason to feel hurt to-day, he resolved to ask 
Miss Mary to dance with him the first dance, if she 
had no other partner. 

'' There's the big clock strikin' eight," said Mr 
Poyser ; " we must make haste in now, else the 
Squire and the ladies 'ull be in afore us, an' that 
wouldna look well" 

When they had entered the haU, and the three 
children under Molly's charge had been seated on 
the stairs, the folding-doors of the drawing-room 
were thrown open, and Arthur entered in his regi- 
mentals, leading Mrs Irwine to a carpet-covered 
dais ornamented with hot-house plants, where she 
and Miss Anne were to be seated with old Mr 
Donnithome, that they might look on at the dancing, 

VOL. II. 
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like the kings and queens in the plays. Arthur had 
put on his uniform to please the tenants, he said, 
who thought as much of his militia dignity as if it 
hafl been an elevation to the premiership. He had 
not the least objection to gratify them in that way : 
his uniform was very advantageous to his figure. 

The old Squire, before sitting down, walked round 
the hall to greet the tenants and make polite 
speeches to the wives : he was always polite ; but 
the farmers had found out, after long puzzling, that 
this polish was one of the signs of hardness. It was 
observed that he gave his most elaborate civility to 
Mrs Poyser to-night, inquiring particularly about 
her health, recommending her to strengthen herself 
with cold water as he did, and avoid all drugs. Mrs 
Poyser curtsied and thanked him with great self- 
command, but when he had passed on, she whispered 
to her husband, " 111 lay my life he's brewin' some 
nasty turn against us. Old Harry doesna wag his 
tail so for nothin'." Mr Poyser had no time to 
answer, for now Arthur came up and said, " Mrs 
Poyser, Fm come to request the favour of your hand 
for the first dance ; and Mr Poyser, you must let 
me take you to my aunt, for she claims you as her 
partner." 
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The wife's pale cheek flushed with a nervous 
sense of unwonted honour, as Arthur led her to the 
top of the room ; but Mr Poyser, to whom an extra 
glass had restored his youthful confidence in his 
good looks and good dancing, walked along with 
them quite proudly, secretly flattering himself that 
Miss Lydia had never had a partner in her life who 
could lift her off the ground as he would. In order 
to balance the honours given to the two parishes, 
Miss Irwine danced with Luke Britton, the largest 
Broxton farmer, and Mr Gawaine led out Mrs 
Britton. Mr Irwine, after seating his sister Anne, 
had gone to the abbey gallery, as he had agreed 
with Arthur beforehand, to see how the merriment 
of the cottagers was prospering. Meanwhile, all 
the less distinguished couples had taken their 
places : Hetty was led out by the inevitable Mr 
Craig, and Mary Burge by Adam ; and now the 
music struck up, and the glorious country dance, 
best of all dances, began. 

Pity it was not a boarded floor! Then the 
rhythmic stamping of the thick shoes would have 
been better than any drums. That merry stamping, 
that gracious nodding of the head, that waving 
bestowal of the hand — where can we see them now ? 
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That simple dancing of well-covered matrons, laying 
aside for an hour the cares of honse and dairy, 
remembering but not affecting youth, not jealous 
but proud of the young maidens by their side — ^that 
holiday sprightliness of portly husbands paying 
little compliments to their wives, as if their courting 
days were come again — those lads and lasses a little 
confused and awkward with their partners, having 
nothing to say — it would be a pleasant variety to 
see all that sometimes, instead of low dresses and 
large skirts, and scanning glances exploring costumes, 
and languid men in lackered boots smiling with 
double meaning. 

There was but one thing to mar Martin Poyser's 
pleasure in this dance : it was, that he was always 
in close contact with Luke Britton, that slovenly 
farmer. He thought of throwing a little glazed 
coldness into his eye in the crossing of hands ; but 
then, as Miss Irwine was opposite to him instead 
of the oflfensive Luke, he might freeze the wrong 
person. So he gave his face up to hilarity, unchilled 
by moral judgments. 

How Hetty's heart beat as Arthur approached 
her ! He had hardly looked at her to-day : now he 
miLst take her hand. Would he press it? would 
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he look at her ? She thought she should cry if he 
gave her no sign of feeling. Now he was there — 
he had taken her hand — ^yes, he was pressing it 
Hetty turned pale as she looked up at him for an 
instant and met his eyes, before the dance carried 
him away. That pale look came upon Arthur like 
the beginning of a dull pain, which clung to him, 
though he must dance and smile and joke all the 
same. Hetty would look so, when he told her what 
he had to tell her ; and he should never be able to 
bear it — ^he should be a fool, and give way again. 
Hetty's look did not really mean so much as he 
thought : it was only the sign of a struggle between 
the desire for him to notice her, and the dread lest 
she should betray the desire to others. But Hetty's 
face had a language that transcended her feelings. 
There are faces which nature charges with a meaning 
and pathos not belonging to the single human soul 
that flutters beneath them, but speaking the joys 
and sorrows of foregone generations — eyes that tell 
of deep love which doubtless has been and is some- 
where, but not paired with these eyes — perhaps 
paired with pale eyes that can say nothing ; just as 
a national language may be instinct with poetry 
unfelt by the lips that use it. That look of Hetty's 
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oppressed Arthur with a dread which yet had some- 
thing of a terrible unoonfessed delight in it, that 
she loved him too welL There was a hard task 
before him, for at that moment he felt he would 
have given up three years of his youth for the hap- 
piness of abandoning himself without remorse to 
his passion for Hetty. 

These were the incongruous thoughts in his mind 
as he led Mrs Poyser, who was panting with fatigue, 
and secretly resolving that neither judge nor jury 
should force her to dance another dance, to take a 
quiet rest in the dining-room, where supper was 
laid out for the guests to come and take it as they 
chose. 

" IVe desired Hetty to remember as she's got to 
dance wi' you, sir," said the good innocent woman; 
''for she's so thoughtless, she'd be like enough to 
go an' engage herself for ivery dance. So I told 
her not to promise too many/' 

" Thank you, Mrs Poyser/' said Arthur, not 
without a twinge. " Now, sit down in this comfort- 
able chair, and here is Mills ready to give you what 
you would like best.'' 

He hurried away to seek another matronly partner, 
for due honour must be paid to the married women 
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before he asked any of the young ones ; and the 
country dances^ and the stamping, and the gracious 
nodding, and the waving of the hands, went on 
joyously. 

At last the time had come for the fourth dance 
— ^longed for by the strong, grave Adam, as if he 
had been a deUcate-handed youth of eighteen ; for 
we are all v^iy much alike when we are in our first 
love ; and Adam had hardly ever touched Hetty's 
hand for more than a transient greeting — had never 
danced with her but once before. His eyes had 
followed her eagerly to-night in spite of himself, 
and had taken in deeper draughts of love. He 
thought she behaved so prettily, so quietly ; she did 
not seem to be flirting at all, dhe smiled less than 
usual ; there was almost a sweet sadness about her. 
" God bless her ! " he said inwardly ; " I'd make her 
life a happy un, if a strong arm to work for her, 
and a heart to love her, could do it" 

And then there stole over him delicious thoughts 
of coming home from work, and drawing Hetty to 
his side, and feeling her cheek softly pressed against 
his, till he forgot where he was, and the music and 
the tread of feet might have been the falling of rain 
and the roaring of the wind, for what he knew. 
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But now the third dance was ended, and he might 
go up to her and claim her hand. She was at the 
fEu: end of the hall near the staircase, whispering 
with Molly, who had just given the sleeping Totty 
into her arms, before running to fetch shawls and 
bonnets from the landing. Mrs Poyser had taken 
the two boys' away into the dining-room to give 
them some cake before they went home in the cart 
with grandfather, and Molly was to follow as fast 
as possible. 

" Let me hold her,'* said Adam, as Molly turned 
up-stairs : " the children are so. heavy when they're 
asleep." 

Hetty was glad of the relief, for to hold Totty in 
her arms, standing, was not at all a pleasant variety 
to her. But this second transfer had the imfortu- 
nate effect of rousing Totty, who was not behind 
any child of her age in peevishness at an imsea- 
sonable awaking. While Hetty was in the act of 
placing her in Adam's arms, and had not yet with- 
drawn her own, Totty opened her eyes, and forth- 
with fought out with her left fist at Adam's arm, 
and with her right caught at the string of brown 
beads round Hetty's neck The locket leaped out 
from her frock, and the next moment the string 
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was broken, and Hetty, helpless, saw beads and 
locket scattered wide on the floor. 

•' My locket, my locket," she said, in a loud fright- 
ened whisper to Adam ; ." never mind the beads." 

Adam had already seen where the locket fell, for 
it had attracted his glance as it leaped out of her 
frock. It had fallen on the raised' wooden dais 
where the band sat, not on the stone floor ; and as 
Adam picked it up, he saw the glass with the dark 
and light locks of hair under it It had fallen that 
side upwards, so the glass was not broken. He 
turned it over on his hand, and saw the enamelled 
gold back. 

"It isn't hurt," he said, as he held it towards 
Hetty, who was unable to take it because both her 
hands were occupied with Totty. 

" 0, it doesn't matter, I don't mind about it," 
said Hetty, who had been pale and was now red 

"Not matter?" said Adam, gravely. "You 
seemed very frightened about it 111 hold it till 
you're ready to take it," he added, qidetly closing 
his hand over it, that she might not think he 
wanted to look at it again. 

By this time Molly had come with bonnet and 
shawl, and as soon as she had taken Totty, Adam 
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placed the locket in Hetty's hand. She took it 
with an air of indifference, and put it in her pocket ; 
in her heart, vexed and angiy with Adam because 
he had seen it, but determined now that she would 
show no more signs of agitation. 

" See," she said, " they're taking their places to 
dance ; let us go." 

Adam assented silently. A puzzled alarm had 
taken possession of him. Had Hetty a lover he 
didn't know of? — ^for none of her relations, he was 
sure, would give her a locket like that ; and none 
of her admirers, wit}i whom he was acquainted, 
was in the position of an accepted lover, as the 
giver of that locket must be. Adam was lost 
in the utter impossibility of finding any person for 
his fears to alight on : he could only feel with a 
terrible pang that there was something in Hetty's 
life unknown to him ; that while he had been rocking 
himself in the hope that she would come to love 
him, she was already loving another. The pleasure 
of the dance with Hetty was gone ; his eyes, when 
they rested on her, had an uneasy questioning 
expression in them ; he could think of nothing to 
say to her ; and she, too, was out of temper and 
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dismclined to speaL They were both glad when 
the dance was ended. 

Adam was determined to stay no longer ; no one 
wanted him, and no one would notice if he sKpped 
away. As soon as he got out of doors he began to 
walk at his habitual rapid pace, hurrying along 
without knowing why, busy with the painful thought 
that the memory of this day, so full of honour and 
promise to him, was poisoned for ever. Suddenly, 
when he was far on through the Chase, he stopped, 
startled by a flash of reviving hope. After all, he 
might be a fool, making a great misery out of a 
trifle. Hetty, fond of finery as she was, might have 
bought the thing herself. It looked too expensive 
for that — ^it looked like the things on ivhite satin in 
the great jeweller's shop at Bosseter. But Adam 
had very imperfect notions of the value of such 
things, and he thought it could certainly not cost 
more than a guinea. Perhaps Hetty had had as 
much as that in Christmas-boxes, and there was no 
knowing but she might have been childish enough 
to spend it in that way ; she was such a young 
thing, and she couldn't help loving finery! But 
then, why. had she been so frightened about it at 
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first, and changed colour so, and afterwards pre- 
tended not to care ? 0, that was because she was 
ashamed of his seeing that she had such a smart 
thing — she was conscious that it was wrong for her 
to spend her money on it, and she knew that Adam 
disapproved of finery. It was a proof she cared 
about what he liked and disliked. She must have 
thought from his silence and gravity afterwards 
that he was very much displeased with her, that he 
was inclined to be harsh and severe towards her 
foibles. And as he walked on more quietly, chewing 
the cud of this new hope, his only uneasiness was 
that he had behaved in a way which might chill 
Hetty's feeling towards him. For this last view 
of the matter must be the true one. How could 
Hetty have an accepted lover, quite unknown to 
him ? She was never away from her uncle's house 
for more than a day ; she could have no acquaint- 
ances that did not come there, and no intimacies 
unknown to her uncle and aunt. It would be folly 
to believe that the locket was given to her by a 
lover. The little ring of dark hair he felt sure was 
her own ; he could form no guess about the light hair 
under it, for he had not seen it very distinctly. It 
might be a bit of her father's or mother's, who had 
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died when she was a child, and she would naturally 
put a bit of her own along with it. 

And so Adam went to bed comforted, having 
woven for himself an ingenious web of proba- 
bilities — ^the surest screen a wise man can place 
between himself and the truth. His last waking 
thoughts melted into a dream that he was with 
Hetty again at the Hall Farm, and that he was 
asking her to forgive him for being so cold and 
silent. 

And while he was dreaming this, Arthur was 
leading Hetty to the dance, and saying to her in 
low hurried tones, " I shall be in the wood the day 
after to-morrow at seven; come as early as you 
caa" And Hetty's foolish joys and hopes, which 
had flown away for a little space, scared by a mere 
nothing, now all came fluttering back, unconscious 
of the real peril She was happy for the first time 
this long day, and wished that dance would last for 
hours. Arthur wished it too ; it was the last weak- 
ness he meant to indulge in ; and a man never lies 
with more delicious languor under the influence of 
a passion, than when he has persuaded himself that 
he shall subdue it to-morrow. 

But Mrs Poyser's wishes were quite the reverse of 
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this, for her mind was filled with dreaiy forebodings 
as to the retardation of to-morrow morning's cheese 
in consequence pf these late hours. Now that Hetty 
had done her duty and danced one dance with the 
young Squire, Mr Poyser must go out and see if 
the cart was come back to fetch them, for it was 
half-past ten o'clock, and notwithstanding a mild 
suggestion on his part that it would be bad man- 
ners for them to be the first to go, Mrs Poyser was 
resolute on the point, " manners or no manners."" 

"What, going already, Mrs Poyser?"' said old Mr 
Donnithome, as she came to curtsy and take leave ; 
"I thought we should not part with any of our 
guests till eleven: Mrs Irwine and I, who are 
elderly people, think of sitting out the dance till 
then." 

"0 your honour, it's all right and proper for 
gentlefolks to stay up by candle-light — ^they've got 
no cheese on their minds. We're late enough as 
it is, an' there's no lettin' the cows know as they 
mustn't want to be milked so early to-morrow 
momin'. So, if you'll please t' excuse us, well take 
• our leave." 

" Eh 1 " she said to her husband, as they set off in 
the cart, " I'd sooner ha' brewin' day and washin' 
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day together than one o' these pleasurin' days. 
There's no work so tirin' as danglin' about an' 
starin' an* not rightly knowin' what you're goin* to 
do next ; an' keepin* your face i' smilin' order like 
a grocer o' market-day, for fear people shouldna 
think you civil enough. An* you've nothing to 
show for't when it's done, if it isn't a yallow face 
wi' eatin* things as disagree." 

"Nay, nay," said Mr Poyser, who was in his 
merriest mood, and felt that he had had a great 
day, "a bit o' pleasuring's good for thee some- 
times. An' thee danc'st as well as any of 'em, for 
FU back thee against all the wives i' the parish for 
a light foot an' ankle. An* it was a great honour 
for th' young Squire to ask thee first — ^I reckon it 
was because I sat at th' head o* the table an' made, 
the speech. An* Hetty too — she never had such a 
partner before — a fine young gentleman in reg'men- 
tals. It'll serve you to talk on, Hetty, when you're 
an old woman — how you danced wi* th* young Squire, 
the day he come o* age.** 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

A OBISIS. i 

i 

It was beyond the middle of August — ^nearly three 
weeks after the birthday feast The reaping of the 
wheat had begun in our north midland county of 
Loamshire, but the harvest was likely still to be 
retarded by the heavy rains, which were causing 
inundations and much damage throughout the 
country. From this last trouble the Broxton and 
Hayslope farmers, on their pleasant uplands and in 
their brook-watered valleys, had not suffered, and as 
I cannot pretend that they were such exceptional 
farmers as to love the general good better than their 
own, you will infer that they were not in very low 
spirits about the rapid rise in the price of bread, so 
long as there was hope of gathering in their own 
com undamaged ; and occasional days of sunshine 
and drying winds flattered this hope. 
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The eighteenth of August was one of these days, 
when the sunshine looked brighter in all eyes for 
the gloom that went before. Grand masses of cloud 
were hurried across the blue, and the great round 
hills behind the Chase seemed alive with their flying 
shadows ; the sun was hidden for a moment, and 
then shone out warm again like a recovered joy ; 
the leaves, still green, were tossed oflF the hedgerow 
trees by the wind ; around the farmhouses there 
was a sound of clapping doors, the apples fell in 
the orchards, and the stray horses on the green 
sides of the lanes and on the common had their 
manes blown about their faces. And yet the wind 
seemed only part of the general gladness, because 
the sun was shining. A merry day for the children, 
who ran and shouted to see if they could top the 
wind with their voices ; and the grown-up people, 
too, were in good spirits, inclined to believe in yet 
finer days, when the wind had fallen. If only the 
com were not ripe enough to be blown out of the 
husk and scattered as untimely seed ! 

And yet a day on which a blighting sorrow may 
fall upon a man. For if it be true that Nature at 
certain moments seems charged with a presentiment 
of one individual lot, must it not also be true that 
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she seems unmindful, unconscious of another? For 
there is no hour that has not its births of gladness 
and despair, no morning brightness that does not 
bring new sickness to desolation as well as new 
forces to genius and love. There are so many of 
us, and our lots are so diflFerent : what wonder 
that Nature's mood is often in harsh contrast with 
the great crisis of our lives ? We are children of a 
large family, and must learn, as such children do, 
not to expect that pur hurts will be made much of 
— ^to be content with little nurture and caressing, 
and help each other the more. 

It was a busy day with Adam, who of late had 
done almost double work ; for he was continuing to 
act as foreman for Jonathan Burge, until some satis- 
factory person could be found to supply his place, 
and Jonathan was slow to find that person. But he 
had done the extra work cheerfully, for his hopes 
were buoyant again about Hetty. Every time she 
had seen him since the birthday, she had seemed to 
make an efibrt to behave all the more kindly to him, 
that she might make him understand she had for- 
given his silence and coldness during the dance. He 
had never mentioned the locket to her again ; too 
happy that she smiled at him — still happier because 
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he observed in her a more subdued air, something 
that he interpreted as the growth of womanly ten- 
derness and seriousness. ''Ah !'' he thought, again 
and agiin, " she's only seventeen ; she'll be thought- 
ful enough after a while. And her aunt allays says 
how clever she is at the wort She'll make a wife 
as mother '11 have no occasion to grumble at, after 
aL" To be sure, he had only seen her at home 
twice since the birthday ; for one Sunday when he 
was intending to go from church to the Hall Farm, 
Hetty had joined the party of upper servants from 
the Chase, and had gone home with them — almost 
as if she were inclined to encourage Mr Craig. 
" She's takin' too much likin' to them folks i' the 
housekeeper's room," Mrs Poyser remarked. "For 
my part, I was never over-fond o' gentlefolks's ser- 
vants — they're mostly like the fine ladies' fat dogs, 
najrther good for barking nor butcher's meat, but 
on'y for show." And another evening she was gone 
to Treddleston to buy some things, though, to his 
great surprise, as he was returning home, he saw 
her at a distance getting over a stile quite out of the 
Treddleston road. But, when he hastened to her, 
she was very kind, and asked him to go in again 
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when he had taken her to the yard gate. She had 
gone a little fSEuiher into the fields after coming 
from Treddleston, because she didn't want to go in, 
she said : it was so nice to be out of doors, and her 
aunt always made such a fuss about it if she wanted 
to go out. ''0 do come in with me!'' she said, as he 
was goiQg to shake hands with her at the gate, 
and he could not resist that. So he went in, and 
Mrs Poyser was . contented with only a slight re- 
mark on Hetty's being later than was expected; 
whUe Hetty, who had looked out of spirits when he 
met her, snuled, and talked, and waited on them all 
with unusual promptitude. 

That was the last time he had seen her ; but he 
meant to make leisure for going to the Farm to- 
morrow. To-day, he knew, was her day for going 
to the Chase to sew with the lady's-maid, so he 
would get as much work done as possible this even- 
ing, that the next might be dear. 

One piece of work that Adam was superintending 
was some slight repairs at the Chase Farm, which 
had been hitherto occupied by Satchell, as bailiff, 
but which it was now rumoured that the old Squire 
was going to let to a smart man in top-boots, who 
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had been seen to ride over it one day. Nothing 
but the desire to get a tenant could account for the 
Squire's undertaking repairs, though the Saturday- 
evening party at Mr Casson's agreed over their 
pipes that no man in his senses would take the 
Chase Farm unless there was a bit more plough- 
land laid to it. However that might be, the repairs 
were ordered to be executed with all despatch ; and 
Adam, acting for Mr Burge, was carrying out the 
order with his usual energy. But to-day, having 
been occupied elsewhere, he had not been able to 
arrive at the Chase Farm till late in the afternoon ; 
and he then discovered that some old roofing, which 
he had calculated on preserving, had given way. 
There was clearly no good to be done with this 
part of the building without pulling it all down ; 
,and Adam immediately saw in his mind a plan for 
building it up again, so as to make the most con- 
venient of cow-sheds and calf-pens, with a hovel for 
implements ; and all without any great expense for 
materials. So, when the workmen were gone, he 
sat down, took out his pocket-book, and busied 
himself with sketching a plan, and making a speci- 
fication of the expenses, that he might show it to 
Burge the next morning, and set him on persuading 
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the Squire to consent. To "make a good job"" of 
anything, however small, was always a pleasure to 
Adam ; and he sat on a block, with his book rest- 
ing on a planing-table, whistling low every now and 
then, and turning his head on one side with a just 
perceptible smile of gratification — of pride, too, for 
if Adam loved a bit of good work, he loved also to 
think, " I did it ! '* And I believe the only people 
who are free from that weakness are those who 
have no work to. call their own. It "was nearly 
seven before he had finished and put on his jacket 
again ; and, on giving a last look round, he ob- 
served that Seth, who had been working here to- 
day, had left his basket of tools behind him. "Why, 
th' lad's forgot his tools,'' thought Adam, " and he's 
got to work up at the shop to-morrow. There never 
was such a chap for wool-gathering ; he'd leave his 
head behind him, if it was loose. However, it's 
lucky I've seen 'em ; I'll carry 'em home." 

The buildings of the Chase Farm lay at one ex- 
tremity of the Chase, at about ten minutes' walking 
distance from the Abbey. Adam had come thither 
on his pony, intending to ride to the stables, and 
put up his nag on his way home. At the stables 
he encountered Mr Craig, who had come to look at 
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the Captain's new horse, on which he was to ride 
away the day after to-morrow ; and Mr Craig de- 
tained him to tell how all the servants were to 
collect at the gate of the courtyard to wish the 
yonng Squire luck as he rode out ; so that, by the 
time Adam had got into the Chase, and was strid- 
ing along with the basket of tools over his shoulder, 
the sun was on the point of setting, and was sending 
level crimson rays among the great trunks of the 
old oaks, and touching every bare patch of ground 
with a transient glory, that made it look like a 
jewel dropt upon the grass. The wind had fallen 
now, and there was only enough breeze to stir the 
delicate-stemmed leaves. Any one who had been 
sitting in the house all day would have been glad 
to walk now ; but Adam had been quite enough in 
the open air to wish to shorten his way home ; and 
he bethought himself that he might do so by strik- 
ing across the Chase and going through the Grove, 
where he had never been for years. He hurried on 
across the Chase, stalking along the narrow paths 
between the fern, with Gyp at his heels, not linger- 
ing to watch the magnificent changes of the light — 
hardly once thinking of it — yet feeling its presence 
in a certain calm happy awe which mingled itself 
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with his busy working-day thoughts. How could he 
help feeling it? The veiy deer felt it, and were 
more timid. 

Presently Adam's thoughts recurred to what Mr 
Craig had said about Arthur Donnithome, and pic- 
tured his goiQg away, and the changes that might 
take place before he came back ; then they travelled 
back aflTectionately over the old scenes of boyish 
companionship, and dwelt on Arthur's good quali- 
ties, which Adam had a pride in, as we all have 
in the virtues of the superior who honours us. A 
nature like Adam's, with a great need of love and 
reverence in it, depends for so much of its happiness 
on what it can believe and fed about others ! And 
he had no ideal world of dead heroes; he ^new 
little of the life of men in the past ; he must find 
the beings to whom he could cling with loving 
admiration among those who came within speech 
of him. These pleasant thoughts about Arthur 
brought a milder expression than usual into his 
keen rough face: perhaps they were the reason 
why, when he opened the old green gate leading 
into the Grove, he paused to pat Gyp, and say a 
kind word to him. 

After that pause, he strode on again along the 
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broad winding path through the Grove. What grand 
beeches ! Adam delighted in a fine tree of all things : 
as the fisherman's sight is keenest on the sea, so 
Adam's perceptions were more at home with trees 
than with other objects. He kept them in his me- 
mory, as a painter does, with all the flecks and knots 
in their bark, all the curves and angles of their 
boughs ; and had often calculated the height and con- 
tents of a trunk to a nicety, as he stood looking at it. 
No wonder that, notwithstanding his desire to get 
on, he could not help pausing to look at a curious 
large beech which he had seen standing before him 
at a turning in the road, and convince himself that 
it was not two trees wedded together, but only 
one. For the rest of his life he remembered that 
moment when he was calmly examining the beech, 
as a man remembers his last glimpse of the home 
where his youth was passed, before the road turned, 
and he saw it no more. The beech stood at the 
last turning before the Grove ended in an archway 
of boughs that let in the eastern light ; and as 
Adam stepped away from the tree to continue his 
walk, his eyes fell on two figures about twenty 
yards before him. 
He remained as motionless as a statue, and 
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turned almost as pale. The two figures were 
standing opposite to each other, with clasped 
hands, about to part ; and while they were bend^ 
ing to kiss, Gyp, who had been running among 
the brushwood, came out, caught sight of them, 
and gave a sharp bark They separated with a 
start — one hurried through the gate out of the 
Grove, and the other, turning round, walked slowly, 
with a sort of saunter, towards Adam, who still 
stood transfixed and pale, clutching tighter the 
stick with which he held the basket of tools over 
his shoulder, and looking at the approaching figure 
with eyes in which amazement was fast turning to 
fierceness. 

Arthur Donnithome looked flushed and excited ; 
he had tried to make unpleasant feelings more 
bearable by drinking a little more wine than usual 
at dinner to-day, and was still enough under its 
flattering influence to think more lightly of this 
unwished-for rencontre with Adam than he would 
otherwise have done. After all, Adam was the 
best person who could have happened to see him 
and Hetty together : he was a sensible fellow, and 
would not babble about it to other people. Arthur 
felt confident that he could laugh the thing ofi*, and 
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explain it away. And so he sauntered forward 
with elaborate carelessness — ^his flushed face, his 
evening dress of fine cloth and fine linen, his 
white jewelled hands half thrust into his waist- 
coat pockets, all shone upon by the strange even- 
ing light which the light clouds had caught up even 
to the zenith, and were now shedding down between 
the topmost branches above him. 

Adam was still motionless, looking at him as 
he came up. He understood it all now — ^the locket, 
and everything else that had been doubtful to him : 
a terrible scorching light showed him the hidden 
letters that changed the meaning of the past. If 
he had moved a muscle, he must inevitably have 
sprung upon Arthur like a tiger ; and in the con- 
flicting emotions that filled those long moments, 
he had told himself that he would not give loose 
to passion, he would only speak the right thing. 
He stood as if petrified by an unseen force, but 
the force was his own strong will 

" Well, Adam,'" said Arthur, "youVe been look- 
ing at the fine old beeches, eh? They're not to 
be come near by the hatchet, though ; this is a 
sacred grova I overtook pretty little Hetty Sorrel 
as I was coming to my den — ^the Hermitage, there. 
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ought not to come home this way so late. So 
I took care of her to the gate^ and asked for a 
kiss for my pains. But I must get back now, 
for this road is confonndedly damp. Qood-night, 
Adam : I shall see yon to-morrow — ^to say good- 
ly, you know." 

Arthur was too much preoccupied with the 
part he was playing himself to be thoroughly 
aware of the expression in Adam's face. He did 
not look directly at Adam, but glanced carelessly 
round at the trees, and then lifted up one foot 
to look at the sole of his boot. He cared to say 
no more ; he had thrown quite dust enough into 
honest Adam's eyes; and as he spoke the last 
words, he walked on. 

" Stop a bit, sir," said Adam, in a hard peremp- 
tory voice, without turning round. " IVe got a 
word to say to you." 

Arthur paused in surprise. Susceptible persons 
are more aflfected by a change of tone than by unex- 
pected words, and Arthur had the susceptibUity of 
a nature at once affectionate and vain. He was 
still more surprised when he saw that Adam had 
not moved, but stood with his back to him, as if 
summoning him to return. What did he mean? 
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He was going to make a serious business of thi^ 
aflFair. Confound the fellow ! Arthur felt his tem- 
per rising. A patronising disposition always has 
its meaner side, and in the confusion of his irrita- 
tion and alarm there entered the feeling that a man 
to whom he had shown so much favour as to Adam, 
was not in a position to criticise his conduct And 
yet he was dominated, as one who feels himself in 
the wrong always is, by the man whose good opinion 
he cares for. In spite of pride and temper, there 
was as much deprecation as anger in his voice when 
he said, 

" What do you mean, Adam ? " 

" I mean, sir,"' answered Adam, in the same harsh 
voice, still without turning round, " I mean, sir, 
that you don't deceive me by your light words. 
This is not the first time you've met Hetty Sorrel 
in this grove, and this is not the first time youVe 
kissed her." i 

Arthur felt a startled uncertainty how far Adam I 

was speaking from knowledge and how far from 
mere inference. And this uncertainty, which pre- 
vented him from contriving a prudent answer, 
heightened his irritation. He said in a high sharp 
tone. 
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"Well, sir, what then?" 

" Why, then, mstead of acting like th' upright, 
honourable man we've all believed you to be, you Ve 
been acting the part of a selfish, light-minded 
scoundrel. You know, as well as I do, what it's to 
lead to, when a gentleman like you kisses and makes 
love to a young woman like Hetty, and gives her 
presents as she's jfrightened for other folks to see. 
And I say it again, you're acting the part of a self- 
ish, light-minded scoundrel, though it cuts me to th' 
heart to say so, and I'd rather ha' lost my right 
hand." 

" Let me tell you, Adam," said Arthur, bridling 
his growing anger, and trying to recur to his care- 
less tone, "you're not only devilishly impertinent, 
but you're talking nonsense. Every pretty girl is 
not such a fool as you, to suppose that when a gen- 
tleman admires her beauty, and pays her a little 
attention, he must mean something particular. 
Every man likes to flirt with a pretty girl, and every 
pretty girl likes to be flirted witL The wider the 
distance between them the less harm there is, for 
then she's not likely to deceive herself." 

" I don't know what you mean by flirting," said 
Adam, " but if you mean behaving to a woman as 

VOL. IT. Q 
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if you loved her, and yet not loving her all the 
while, I say that's not th' action of an honest man, 
and what isn't honest does come t' harm. I'm not 
a fool, and you're not a fool, and you know better 
than what you're saying. You know it couldn't be 
made public as you've behaved to Hetty as y' have 
done, without her losing her character, and bringing 
shame and trouble on her and her relations. What 
if you meant nothing by your kissing and your pre- 
sents? Other folks won't believe as you've meant 
nothing ; and don't tell me about her not deceiving 
herself. I tell you as you've filled her mind so 
with the thought of you as it 11 mayhap poison her 
life ; and she'll never love another man as 'ud make 
her a good husband." 

Arthur had felt a sudden relief while Adam was 
speaking ; he perceived that Adam had no positive 
knowledge of the past, and that there was no irre- 
vocable damage done by this evening's unfortunate 
rencontre. Adam could still be deceived. The can- 
did Arthur had brought himself into a position in 
which successful lying was his only hope. The 
hope allayed his anger a little. 

" Well, Adam," he said, in a tone of friendly con- 
cession, " you're perhaps right. Perhaps I've gone 
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a little too far in taking notice of the pretty little 
things and stealing a kiss now and then. You're 
such a grave, steady fellow, you don't understand 
the temptation to such trifling. I'm sure I wouldn't 
bring any trouble or annoyance on her and the 
good Poysers on any account if I could help it 
But I think you look a little too seriously at it. 
You know I'm going away immediately, so I shan't 
make any more mistakes of the kind. But let us 
say good-night," — ^Arthur here turned round to 
walk on — " and talk no more about the matter. The 
whole thing will soon be forgottea" 

" No, by God ! " Adam burst out, with rage that 
could be controlled no longer, throwing down the 
basket of tools, and striding forward till he was 
right in fix)nt of Arthur. All his jealousy and sense 
of personal injury, which he had been hitherto try- 
ing to keep under, had leaped up and mastered 
him. What man of us, in the first moments of a 
sharp agony, could ever feel that the fellow-man 
who has been the medium of inflicting it, did not 
mean to hurt us? In our instinctive rebellion 
against pain, we are children again, and demand an 
active will to wreak our vengeance on. Adam at 
this moment could only feel that he had been robbed 



244 ADAM BEDE. 

of Hetty — robbed treacherously by the man in 
whom he had trusted ; and he stood close in front 
of Arthur, with fierce eyes glaring at him, with 
pale lips and clenched hands, the hard tones in 
which he had hitherto been constraining himself to 
express no more than a just indignation, giving way 
to a deep agitated voice that seemed to shake him 
as he spoke. 

" No, it'll not be soon forgot, as youVe come 
in between her and me, when she might ha' loved 
me — itTl not soon be forgot, as you've robbed me 
o' my happiness, while I thought you was my best 
friend, and a noble-minded man, as I was proud to 
work for. And youVe been kissing her, and mean- 
ing nothing, have you ? And I never kissed her i' 
my life, but I'd ha' worked hard for years for the 
right to kiss her. And you make light of it. You 
think little o' doing what may damage other folks, 
so as you get your bit o' trifling, as means nothing. 
I throw back your favours, for you're not the man 
I took you for. I'll never count you my friend any 
more. I'd rather you'd act as my enemy, and fight 
me where I stand — ^it's all th' amends you can make 
me." 

Poor Adam, possessed by rage that could find no 
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other vent, began to throw off his coat and his cap, 
too blind with passion to notice the change that 
had taken place in Arthur while he was speaking. 
Arthur's lips were now as pale as Adam's ; his heart 
was beating violently. The discovery that Adam 
loved Hetty, was a shock which made him for the 
moment see himself in the light of Adam's indigna- 
tion, and regard Adam's suffering as not merely 
a consequence, but an element of his error. The 
words of hatred and contempt — the first he had 
ever heard in his life — seemed like scorching missiles 
that were making ineffaceable scars on him. All 
screening self-excuse, which rarely falls quite away 
while others respect us, forsook him for an in- 
stant, and he stood face to face with the first great 
irrevocable evil he had ever committed. He was 
only twenty-one — and three months ago — ^nay, much • 
later — ^he had thought proudly that no man should 
ever be able to reproach him justly. His first 
impulse, if there had been time for it, would per- 
haps have been to utter words of propitiation ; but 
Adam had no sooner thrown off his coat and cap, 
than he became aware that Arthur was standing 
pale and motionless, with his hands still thrust in 
his waistcoat pockets. 
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" What ! " he said, " won't you fight me like a 
man? You know I won't strike you while you 
stand so." 

" Go away, Adam,'" said Arthur, " I don't want 
to fight you." 

" No," said Adam, bitterly ; " you don't want to 
fight me, — ^you think I'm a common man, as you 
can injure without answering for it" 

" I never meant to injure you," said Arthur, with 
returning anger. " I didn't know you loved her." 

" But you've made her love yow," said Adam. 
" You're a double-faced man — 111 never believe a 
word you say again." 

" Qo away, I tell you," said Arthur angrily, " or 
we shall both repent." 

" No," said Adam with a convulsed voice, " I 
swear I won't go away without fighting you. Do 
you want provoking any more ? I tell you you're a 
coward and a scoundrel, and I despise you." 

The colour had all rushed back to Arthur's face : 
in a moment his white right hand was clenched, and 
dealt a blow like lightning, which sent Adam stag- 
gering backward. His blood was as thoroughly up 
as Adam's now, and the two men, forgetting the 
emotions that had gone before, fought with the in- 
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stinctive fierceness of panthers in the deepening 
twilight darkened by the trees. The delicate-handed 
gentleman was a match for the workman in eyery* 
thing but strength, and Arthur's skill in parrying 
enabled him to protract the struggle for some long 
momenta But between unarmed men, the battle is 
to the strong, where the strong is no blunderer, and 
Arthur must sink under a well-planted blow of 
Adam's, as a steel rod is broken by an iron bar. 
The blow soon came, and Arthur fell, his head lying 
concealed in a tuft of fern, so that Adam could only 
discern his darkly-clad body. 

He stood still in the dim light waiting for Arthur 
to risa The blow had been given now, towards 
which he had been straining all the force of nerve 
and muscle— and what was the good of it ? What 
had he done by fighting ? Only satisfied his own 
passion, only wreaked his own vengeance. He had 
not rescued Hetty, not changed the past — there it 
was, just as it had been ; and he sickened at the 
vanity of his own' rage. 

But why did not Arthur rise ? He was perfectly 
motionless, and the time seemed long to Adam 
.... Good Grod ! had the blow been too much for 
him ? Adam shuddered at the thought of his own 
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strength, as with the oncoming of this dread he knelt 
down by Arthur's side and lifted his head from 
among the fern. There was no sign of life : the eyes 
and teeth were set. The horror that rushed over 
Adam completely mastered him, and forced upon him 
its own belief He could feel nothing but that death 
was in Arthur's face, and that he was helpless before 
it. He made not a single movement, but knelt like 
an image of despair gazing at an image of death. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A DILEMMA. 

It was only a few minutes measured by the 
clock — ^though Adam always thought it had been 
a long while — before he perceived a gleam of 
consciousness in Arthur's face and a slight shiver 
through his firame. The intense joy that flooded 
his soul brought back some of the old affection 
with it 

"Do you feel any pain, sir?'' he saidj tenderly, 
loosening Arthur's cravat. 

Arthur turned his eyes on Adam with a vague 
stare which gave way to a slightly startled motion 
as if from the shock of returning memory. But he 
only shivered again, and said nothing. 

"Do you feel any hurt, sir?" Adam said again, 
with a trembling in his voice. 

Arthur put his hand up to his waistcoat buttons, 
and when Adam had unbuttoned it, he took a longer 
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breatL "Lay my head down/' he said, faintly, 
" and get me some water if you can." 

Adam laid the head down gently on the fern again, 
and emptjdng the tools out of the flag-basket, hurried 
through the trees to the edge of the Grove bordering 
on the Chase, where a brook ran below the bank. 

When he returned with his basket leaking, but 
still half-full, Arthur looked at him with a more 
thoroughly reawakened consciousness. 

"Can you drink a drop out o' your hand, sir?" 
said Adam, kneeling down again to lift up Arthur's 
head. 

*' No," said Arthur, " dip my cravat in and souse 
it on my head." 

The water seemed to do him some good, for he 
presently.raised himself a little higher, resting on 
Adam's arm. 

" Do you feel any hurt inside, sir ?" Adam asked 
again. ^ 

"No — ^no hurt," said Arthur, still fidntly, "but 
rather done up." 

After a while, he said, " I suppose I fainted away 
when you knocked me down," 

" Yes, sir, thank God," said Adam. " I thought 
it was worse." 
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" What ! you thought you'd done for me, eh? come, 
help me on my lega" 

" I feel terribly shaky and dizzy,'' Arthur said, as 
he stood leaning on Adam's arm, " that blow of yours 
must have come against me like a battering-ram. I 
don't believe I can walk alone." 

" Lean on me, sir ; I'll get you along," said Adam. 
" Or, will you sit down a bit longer, on my coat 
here? and I'll prop y' up. You'll perhaps be 
better in a minute or two." 

" No," said Arthur. " I'll go to the Hermitage — 
I think I've got some brandy there. There's a short 
road to it a little further on, near the gate. If you'll 
just help me on." 

They walked slowly, with frequent pauses, but 
without speaking again. In both of them, the con- 
centration in the present which had attended the 
first moments of Arthur's revival, had now given 
way to a vivid recollection of the previous scene. It 
was nearly dark in the narrow path among the trees, 
but within the circle of fir-trees round the Hermit- 
age there was room for the growing moonlight to 
enter in at the windows. Their steps were noiseless 
on the thick carpet of fir-needles, and the outward 
stillness seemed to heighten their inward conscious- 
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ness, as Arthur took the key out of his pocket and 
placed it in Adam's hand, for him to open the door. 
Adam had not known before that Arthur had fur- 
nished the old Hermitage and made it a retreat 
for himself, and it was a surprise to him when he 
opened the door to see a snug room with all the 
signs of frequent habitation. 

Arthur loosed Adam's arm and threw himself on 
the ottomaa " You'll see my hunting-bottle some- 
where/' he said. *' A leather case w^th a bottle and 
glass in/' 

Adam was not long in finding the case. " There's 
very little brandy in it, sir," he said, turning it 
downwards over the glass, as he held it before the 
window, " hardly this little glassful." 

"Well, give me that," said Arthur, with the 
peevishness of physical depression. When he had 
taken some sips, Adam said, " Hadn't I better run 
to th' house, sir, and get some more brandy ? I can 
be there and back pretty soon. It'll be a stiff walk 
home for you, if you don't have something to revive 
you. 

"Yes— go. But don't say I'm ilL Ask for my 
man Pym, and tell him to get it from Mills, and not 
to say I'm at the Hermitage. Get some water too." 
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Adam was relieved to have an active task — ^both 
of them were relieved to he apart from each other 
for a short time. But Adam's swift pace could not 
still the eager pain of thinking — of living again with 
concentrated suflTering through the last wretched 
hour, and looking out from it over all the new, sad 
futura 

Arthur lay still for some minutes after Adam was 
gone, but presently he rose feebly from the ottoman 
and peered about slowly in the broken moonlight, 
seeking something. It was a short bit of wax 
candle that stood amongst a confusion of writing 
and drawing materials. There was more searching 
for the means of lighting the candle, and when that 
was done, he went cautiously round the room as if 
wishing to assure himself of the presence or absence 
of something. At last he had found a slight thing, 
which he put first in his pocket, and then, on a 
second thought, took out again and thrust deep down 
into a waste-paper basket. It was a woman's little 
pink silk neckerchief. He set the candle on the 
table and threw himself down on the ottoman again, 
exhausted with the effort. 

When Adam came back with his supplies, his 
entrance awoke Arthur from a doze. 
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"That's right/' Arthur said, " I'm tremendously 
in want of some brandy-vigour/' 

"I'm glad to see youVe got a light, sir," said 
Adam. " IVe been thinking I'd better have asked 
for a lanthom." 

" No, no : the candle will last long enough — I 
shall soon be up to walking home now." 

" I can't go before I've seen you safe home, sir," 
said Adam, hesitatingly. 

"No: it will be better for you to stay — sit 
down." 

Adam sat down, and they remained opposite to 
each other in uneasy silence, while Arthur slowly 
drank brandy-and-water, with visibly renovating 
effect He began to lie in a more voluntary posi- 
tion, and looked as if he were less overpowered by 
bodily sensations. Adam was keenly alive to these 
indications, and as his anxiety about Arthur's con- 
dition began to be allayed, he felt more of that 
impatience which every one knows who has had his 
just indignation suspended by the physical state of 
the culprit. Yet there was one thing on his mind 
to be done before he could recur to remonstrance : 
it was to confess what had been unjust in hjs own 
words. Perhaps he longed all the more to make 
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this confession/ that his indignation might be free 
again ; and as he saw the signs of returning ease 
in Arthur, the words again and again came to his 
lips and went back, checked by the thought that it 
would be better to leave everything tiU to-morrow. 
As long as they were silent they did not look at 
each other, and a foreboding came across Adam 
that if they began to speak as though they remem- 
bered the past — ^if they looked at each with full 
recognition — they must take fire again. So they 
sat in silence till the bit of wax candle flickered low 
in the socket ; the silence all the while becoming 
more irksome to Adam. Arthur had just poured out 
some more brandy and water, and he threw one arm 
behind his head and drew up one leg in an attitude 
of recovered ease, which was an irresistible tempta- 
tion to Adam to speak what was on his mind. 

" You begin to feel more yourself again, sir,'* he 
said, as the candle went out, and they were half- 
hidden from each other in the faint moonlight. 

" Yes : I don't feel good for much — ^very lazy, 
and not inclined to move ; but I'll go home when 
I've taken this dose.'' 

There was a slight pause before Adam said, 

"My temper got the better of me, and I said 
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things as wasn't true. I'd no right to speak as 
if you'd known you was doing me an injury : you'd 
no grounds for knowing it ; IVe always kept what 
I felt for her as secret as I could." 

He paused again before he went on. 

" And perhaps I judged you too harsh — I'm 
apt to be harsh ; and you may have acted out o' 
thoughtlessness more than I should ha' believed 
was possible for a man with a heart and a con- 
science. We're not all put together alike, and we 
may misjudge one another. God knows, it's all the 
joy I could have now, to think the best of you." 

Arthur wanted to go home without saying any 
more — he was too painfully embarrassed in mind, 
as well as too weak in body, to wish for any further 
explanation to-night. And yet it was a relief to 
him that Adam reopened the subject in a way the 
least difficult for him to answer. Arthur was in the 
wretched position of an open, generous man, who 
has committed an error which makes deception seem 
a necessity. The native impulse to give truth in 
return for truth, to meet trust with frank confession, 
must be suppressed, and duty WUs become a question 
of tactics. His deed was reacting upon him — ^was 
already governing him tyrannously, and forcing 
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him into a course that jarred with his habitual 
feelings. The only aim that seemed admissible to 
him now was to deceive Adam to the utmost : to 
make Adam think better of him than he deserved. 
And when he heard the words of honest retractation 
— ^when he heard the sad appeal with which Adam 
ended — he was obliged to rejoice in the remains of 
ignorant confidence it implied He did not answer 
immediately, for he had to be judicious, and not 
truthful 

" Say no more about our anger, Adam,"' he said, 
at last, very languidly, for the labour of speech was 
unwelcome to him; "I forgive your momentary 
injustice — it was quite natural, with the exaggerated 
notions you had in your mind. We shall be none 
the worse friends in future, I hope, because we've 
fought : you had the best of it, and that was as it 
should be, for I believe IVe been most in the wrong 
of the two. Come, let us shake hands." 

Arthur held out his hand, but Adam sat stilL 

" I don't like to say ' No ' to that, sir," he said, 
" but I can't shake hands till it's clear what we mean 
by't. I was wrong when I spoke as if you'd done 
me an injury knowingly, but I wasn't wrong in 
what I said before, about your behaviour t' Hetty, 
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and I can't shake hands with you as if I held you 
my friend the same as ever, till you've cleared that 
up better/' 

Arthur swallowed his pride and resentment as he 
drew back his hand. He was silent for some mo- 
ments, and then said, as indifferently as he could, 

" I don't know what you mean by clearing up, 
Adam. IVe told you already that you think too 
seriously of a little flirtation. But if you are right 
in supposing there is any danger in it — I'm going 
away on Saturday, and there will be an end of it. 
As for the pain it has given you, I'm heartily sorry 
for it. I can say no more." 

Adam said nothing, but rose from his chair, and 
stood with his face towards one of the windows, as 
if looking at the blackness of the moonlit fir-trees ; 
but he was in reality conscious of nothing but the 
conflict within him. It was of no use now — his 
resolution not to speak till to-morrow: he must 
speak there and then. But it was several minutes 
before he turned round and stepped nearer to Arthur, 
standing and looking down on him as he lay. 

'* It'll be better for me to speak plain," he said, 
with evident effort, " though it's hard work You 
see, sir, this isn't a tiifle to me, whatever it may be 
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to yoiL I'm none o' them men as can go making 
love first to one woman and then t' another, and 
don't think it much odds which of 'em I take. 
What I feel for Hetty's a diflferent sort o' love, 
such as I believe nobody can know much about but 
them as feel it, and God as has given it to 'em. 
She's more nor everything else to me, all but my 
conscience and my good name. And if it's true 
what youVe been saying all along — and if it's only 
been trifling and flirting, as you call it, as '11 be put 
an end to by your going away — ^why, then, I'd 
wait, and hope her heart 'ud turn to me after alL 
I'm loath to think you'd speak false to me, and I'll 
believe your word, however things may look." 

" You would be wronging Hetty more than ine 
not to believe it," said Arthur, almost violently, 
starting up from the ottoman, and moving away. 
But he threw himself into a chdir again directly, 
saying, more feebly, "You seem to forget that, in sus- 
pecting me, you are casting imputations upon her." 

" Nay, sir," Adam said, in a calmer voice, as if he 
were half relieved — for he was too straightforward 
to make a distinction between a direct falsehood and 
an indirect one — " Nay, sir, things don't lie level 
between Hetty and you. You're acting with your 
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eyes open, whatever you may do ; but how do you 
know what's been in her mind? She's all but a 
child — as any man with a conscience in him ought 
to feel bound to take care on. And whatever you 
may think, I know you've disturbed her mind. I 
know she's been fixing her heart on you; for there's 
a many things clear to me now as I didn't under- 
stand before. But you seem to make light o' what 
she may feel — ^you don't think o' that." 

" Good God, Adam, let me alone 1" Arthur burst 
out impetuously; "I feel it enough without your 
worrying me." 

He was aware of his indiscretion as soon as the 
words had escaped hint 

"Well, then, if you feel it," Adam rejoined, 
eagerly ; " if you feel as you may ha' put false 
notions into her mind, and made her believe as you 
loved her, when all the while you meant nothing, 
Fve this demand to make of you ; — I'm not speaking 
for myself, but for her. I ask you t' undeceive her 
before you go away. Y'aren't going away for 
ever ; and if you leave her behind with a notion 
in her head o' your feeling about her the same as she 
feels about you, she'll be hankering after you, and 
the mischief may get worse. It may be a smart to 
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her now, but it'll save her pain i' th' end. I ask you 
to write a letter — you may trust to my seeing as she 
gets it : tell her the truth, and take blame to yourself 
for behaving as you'd no right to do to a young woman 
as isn't your equal I speak plain, sir. But I can't 
speak any other way. There's nobody can take care 
o' Hetty in this thing but me." 

" I can do what I think needful in the matter,"' 
said Arthur, more and more irritated by mingled 
distress and perplexity, " without giving promises to 
you. I shall take what measures I think proper." 

"No," said Adam, in an abrupt decided tone, 
"that won't do. I must know what ground I'm 
treading on. I must be safe as you've put an end 
to what ought never to ha' been begun. I don't 
forget what's owing to you as a gentleman ; but in 
this thing we're man and man, and I can't give up." 

There was no answer for some moments. Then 
Arthur said, " 111 see you to-morrow. I can bear 
no more now ; Tm ill." He rose as he spoke, and 
reached his cap, as if intending to go. 

"You won't see her again!" Adam exclaimed, 
with a flash of recurring anger and suspicion, moving 
towards the door and placing his back against it. 
" Either tell me she can never be my wife — tell me 
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you ve been lying — or else promise me what I've 
saii" 

Adam, uttering this alternative, stood like a ter- 
rible fate before Arthur, who had moved forward a 
step or two, and now stopped, faint, shaken, sick in 
mind and body. It seemed long to both of them — 
that inward struggle of Arthur's— before he said, 
feebly, " I promise : let me go/' 

Adam moved away &om the door and opened it, 
but when Arthur reached the step, he stopped again 
and leaned against the door-post 

"You're not well enough to walk alone, sir," said 
Adam. " Take my arm again." 

Arthur made no answer, and presently walked on, 
Adam following. But after a few steps, he stood 
still again, and said coldly, '' I believe I must trouble 
you. It's getting late now; and there may be an 
alarm set up about me at home.'' 

Adam gave his arm, and they walked on without 
uttering a word, till they came where the basket and 
the tools lay. 

"I must pick up the tools, sir," Adam said. 
** They re my brother's. I doubt they'll be rusted. 
If you'll please to wait a ndnute." 

Arthur stood still without speaking, and no other 
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word passed between them till they were at the side 
entrance, where he hoped to get in without being 
seen by any one. He said then, " Thank you ; I 
needn't trouble you any farther." 

" What time will it be convenient for me to see 
you to-morrow, sir?" said Adam. 

" You may send me word that you're here at five 
o'clock," said Arthur-, "not before." 

" Good-night, sir,'' said Adam. But he heard no 
reply ; Arthur had turned into the house. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



THE NEXT MORNING. 



Abthub did not pass a sleepless night: he slept 
long and well For sleep comes to the perplexed — 
if the perplexed are only weary enough. But at 
seven he rang his bell and astonished Fym by 
declaring he was going to get up, and must have 
breakfast brought to him at eight. 

" And see that my mare is saddled at half-past 
eight, and tell my grandfather when he's down 
that I m better this morning, and am gone for a 
ride.'' 

He had been awake an hour, and could rest in 
bed no longer. In bed our yesterdays are too 
oppressive : if a man can only get up, though it 
be but to whistle or to smoke, he has a present 
which ofifers some resistance to the past — sensations 
which assert themselves against tyrannous memories. 
And if there were such a thing as taking averages 



ADAM BEDE. 265 

of feeling, it would certainly be found that in the 
hunting and shooting seasons regret, self-reproach, 
and mortified pride, weigh lighter on country gen- 
tlemen than in late spring and summer. Arthur 
felt that he should be more of a man on horseback. 
Even the presence of Tjm, waiting on him with the 
usual deference, was a reassurance to him after the 
scenes of yesterday. For, with Arthur's sensitive- 
ness to opinion, the loss of Adam's respect was a 
shock to his self-contentment which suffused his 
imagination with the sense that he had sunk in all 
eyes ; as a sudden shock of fear from some real 
peril makes a nervous woman afraid even to step, 
because all her perceptions are suffused with a sense 
of danger. 

Arthur's, as you know, was a loving nature. 
Deeds of kindness were as easy to him as a bad 
habit : they were the common issue of his weak- 
nesses and good qualities, of his egoism and his 
sympathy. He didn't like to witness pain, and he 
liked to have grateful eyes beaming on him as the 
giver of pleasure. When he was a lad of seven, 
he one day kicked down an old gardener's pitcher 
of broth, from no motive but a kicking impulse, 
not' reflecting that it was the old man's dinner ; 
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but on learning that sad fact, he took his fayonrite 
pencil-case and a silver-hafted knife out of his 
pocket and offered them as compensation. He had 
been the same Arthur ever since, trying to make 
all oflfences forgotten in benefits. If there were 
any bitterness in his nature, it could only show 
itself against the man who refused to be conciliated 
by him. And perhaps the time was come for some 
of that bitterness to rise. At the first moment, 
Arthur had felt pure distress and self-reproach at 
discovering that Adam's happiness was involved in 
his relation to Hetty : if there had been a possi- 
bility of making Adam tenfold amends — ^if deeds of 
gift, or any other deeds, could have restored Adam's 
contentment and regard for him as a benefactor, 
Arthur would not qnly have executed them without 
hesitation, but would have felt bound all the more 
closely to Adam, and would never have been weary 
of making retribution. But Adam could receive 
no amends ; hi.s suffering could not be cancelled ; 
his respect and affection could not be recovered by 
any prompt deeds of atonement. He stood like an 
immovable obstacle against which no pressure could 
aviail ; an embodiment of what Arthur most shrank 
from believing in — ^the irrevocableness of his own 
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wrong-doing. The words of scorn, the refusal to shake 
hands, the mastery asserted over him in their last 
conversation in the Hermitage — above all, the sense 
of having been knocked down, to which a man does 
not very well reconcile himself, even under the 
most heroic circumstances, — ^pressed on him with « 
galling pain which was stronger than compunc- 
tion. Arthur would so gladly have persuaded him- 
self that he had done no harm I And if no one had 
told him the contrary, he could have persuaded 
himself so much better. Nemesis can seldom forge 
a sword for herself out of our consciences — out of 
the suffering we feel in the suffering we may have 
caused : there is rarely metal enough there to make 
an effective weapon. Our moral seiise learns the 
manners of good society, and smiles when others 
smile; but when some rude person gives rough 
names to our actions, she is apt to take part against 
us. And so it was with Arthur : Adam's judgment 
of him, Adam's grating words, disturbed his self- 
soothing arguments. 

Not that Arthur had been at ease before Adam's 
discovery. Struggles and resolves had transformed 
themselves into compunction and anxiety. He was 
distressed for Hetty's sake, and distressed for his 
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own, that he must leave her behind. He had 
always, both in making and breaking resolutions, 
looked beyond his passion, and seen that it must 
speedily end in separation ; but his nature was too 
ardent and tender for him not to suffer at this part- 
ing ; and on Hetty's account he was filled with 
uneasiness. He had found out the dream in which 
she was living — that she was to be a lady in silks and 
satins ; and when he had first talked to her about 
his going away, she had asked him tremblingly to let 
her go with him and be married. It was his pain- 
ful knowledge of this which had given the most 
exasperating sting to Adam's reproaches. He had 
said no word with the purpose of deceiving her, her 
vision was all spun by her own childish fancy ; but 
he was obliged to confess to himself that it was spun 
half out of his own actions. And to increase the 
mischief, on this last evening he had not dared to 
hint the truth to Hetty : he had been obliged to 
soothe her with tender, hopeful words, lest he should 
throw her into violent distress. He felt the situa- 
tion acutely ; felt the sorrow of the dear thing in 
the present, and thought with a darker anxiety 
of the tenacity which her feelings might have in 
the fiiture. That was the one sharp point which 
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pressed against him ; every other he could evade by 
hopeful self-persuasion. The whole thing had been 
secret ; the Poysers had not the shadow of a sus- 
picion. No one, except Adam, knew anything of 
what had passed — ^na one else was likely to know ; 
for Arthur had impressed on Hetty that it would 
be fatal to betray, by word or look, that there had 
been the least intimacy between them ; and Adam, 
who knew half their secret, would rather help them 
to keep it than betray it. It was an unfortunate 
business altogether, but there was no use in making 
it worse than it was, by imaginary exaggerations 
and forebodings of evil that might never come. 
The temporary sadness for Hetty was the worst con- 
sequence : he resolutely turned away his eyes from 
any bad consequence that was not demonstrably 
inevitable. But — ^but Hetty might have had the 
trouble in some other way if not in this. And 
perhaps hereafter he might be able to do a great 
deal for her, and make up to her for all the tears 
she would shed about him. She would owe the 
advantage of his care for her in future years to the 
sorrow she had incurred now. So good comes out of 
eviL Such is the beautiful arrangement of things ! 
Are you inclined to ask whether this can be the 
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some Arthur who, two months ago, had that fresh- 
ness of feeling, that delicate honour which shrinks 
from wounding even a sentiment, and does not con- 
template any more positive oflfence as possible for it? 
— ^who thought that his own self-respect was a higher 
tribunal than any external opinion ? The same, I 
assure you ; only under different conditions. Our 
deeds determine us, as much as we determine our 
deeds ; and untU we know what has been or will 
be the peculiar combination of outward with inward 
facts, which constitutes a man's critical actions, it 
will be better not to think ourselves wise about his 
character. There is a terrible coercion in our deeds 
which may first turn the honest man into a deceiver, 
and then reconcile him to the change ; for this reason 
— ^that the second wrong presents itself to him in 
the guise of the only practicable right. The action- 
which before commission has been seen with that 
blended common-sense and fresh untarnished feel- 
ing which is the healthy eye of the soul, is looked 
at afterwards with the lens of apologetic ingenuity, 
through which all things that men call beautiful 
and ugly are seen to be made up of textures very 
much alike. Europe adjusts itself to ^fait accompli, 
and so does an individual character, — ^until the placid 
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adjustment is disturbed by a convulsive retribu- 
tion. 

No man can escape this vitiating effect of an 
offence against his own sentiment of right, and the 
effect was the stronger in Arthur because of that 
very need of self-respect which, while his conscience 
was still at ease, was one of his best safeguards. 
Self-accusation was too painful to him — ^he could 
not face it. He must persuade himself that he had 
not been very much to blame; he began even to 
pity himself for the necessity he was under of 
deceiving Adam : it was a course so opposed to the 
honesty of his own nature. But then, it was the 
only right thing to do. 

Well, whatever had been amiss in him, he was 
miserable enough in consequence : miserable about 
Hetty : miserable about this letter that he had pro- 
mised to write, and that seemed at one moment to 
be a gross barbarity, at another perhaps the greatest 
kindness he could do to her. And across all this re- 
flection would dart every now and then a sudden 
impulse of passionate defiance towards all con- 
sequences: he would carry Hetty away, and all 
other considerations might go to 

In this state of mind the four walls of his room 
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made an intolerable prison to him ; they seemed to 
hem in and press down upon him all the crowd of 
contradictory thoughts and conflicting feelings, some 
of which would fly away in the open air. He had 
only an hour or two to make up his mind in, and 
he must get clear and calm. Once on Meg's back, 
in the fresh air of that fine morning, he should be 
more master of the situation. 

The pretty creature arched her bay neck in the 
sunshine, and pawed the gravel, and trembled with 
pleasure when her master stroked her nose, and 
patted her, and talked to her even in a more caress- 
ing tone than usual He loved her the better 
because she knew nothing of his secrets. But Meg 
was quite as well acquainted with her master's 
mental state as many others of her sex with the 
mental condition of the nice young gentlemen to- 
wards whom their hearts are in a state of fluttering 
expectation. 

Arthur cantered for five miles beyond the Chase, 
till he was at the foot of a hill where there were 
no hedges or trees to hem in the road. Then he 
threw the bridle on Meg's neck, and prepared to 
make up his mind. 

Hetty knew that their meeting yesterday must 
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be the last before Arthur went away; there was 
no possibility of their contriving another without 
exciting suspicion ; and she was like a frightened 
child, unable to think of anything, only able to cry 
at the mention of parting, and then put her face up 
to have the tears kissed away. He could do no- 
thing but comfort her, and lull her into dreaming 
on. A letter would be a dreadfully abrupt way of 
awakening her! Yet there was truth in what 
Adam said — that it would save her from a length- 
ened delusion, which might be worse than a sharp 
immediate pain. And it was the only way of 
satisfying Adam, who must be satisfied for more 
reasons than ona If he could have seen her again ! 
But that was impossible ; there was such a thorny 
hedge of hindrances between them, and an impru- 
dence would be fatal And yet, if he could see her 
again, what good would it do ? Only cause him to 
suffer more from the sight of her distress and the 
remembrance of it Away from him, she was sur- 
rounded by all the motives to self-controL 

A sudden dread here fell like a shadow across his 
imagination — the dread lest she should do some- 
thing violent in her grief; and close upon that 
dread came another, which deepened the shadow. 
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But he shook them off with the force of youth and 
hope. What was the ground for painting the future 
in that dark way ? It was just as likely to be the 
reverse. Arthur told himself, he did not deserve 
that things should turn out badly — ^he had never 
meant beforehand to do anything his conscience 
disapproved — he had been led on by circumstances. 
There was a sort of implicit confidence in him that 
he was really such a good fellow at bottom, Provi- 
dence would not treat him harshly. 

At all events, he couldn't help what would come 
now : all he could do was to take what seemed the 
best course at the present moment And he per- 
suaded himself that that course was to make the 
way open between Adam and Hetty. Her heart 
might really turn to Adam, as he said, after a 
while ; and in that case there would have been no 
great harm done, since it was still Adam's ardent 
wish to make her his wifa To be sure, Adam was 
deceived — deceived in a way that Arthur would 
have resented as a deep wrong if it had been 
practised on himself That was a reflection that 
marred the consoling prospect Arthur's cheeks 
even burned in mingled shame and irritation at 
the thought But what could a man do in such a 
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dilemma? He was bound in honour to say no 
word that could injure Hetty : his first duty was 
to guard her. He would never have told or acted 
a lie on his own account. Good God I what a 
miserable fool he was to have brought himself into 
such a dilemma : and yet, if ever a man had ex- 
cuses, he had. (Hty that consequences are deter- 
mined not by excuses but by actions !) 

Well, the letter must be written; it was the 
only means that promised a solution of the diflS- 
culty. The tears came into Arthur's eyes as he 
thought of Hetty reading it; but it would be 
almost as hard for him to write it : he was not 
doing anything easy to himself, and this last thought 
helped him to arrive at a conclusion. He could 
never deliberately have taken a step which inflicted 
pain on another and left himself at easa Even a 
movement of jealousy at the thought of giving up 
Hetty to Adam, went to convince him that he was 
making a sacrifice. 

When once he had come to this conclusion, he 
turned Meg round, and set off home again in a 
canter. The letter should be written the first 
thing, and the rest of the day would be filled up 
with other business: he should have no time to 
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look behind him. Happily Irwine and Gawaine 
were coming to dinner, and by twelve o'clock the 
next day he should have left the Chase miles 
behind him. There was some security in this 
constant occupation against an uncontrollable im- 
pulse seizing him to rush to Hetty, and thrust into 
her hand some mad proposition that would undo 
everything. Faster and faster went the sensitive 
Meg, at every slight sign from her rider, till the 
canter had passed into a swift gallop. 

" I thought they said th' young mester war took 
ill last night,'' said sour old John, the groom, at 
dinner-time in the servants' halL "He's been 
ridin' fit to split the mare i' two this forenoon." 

" That's happen one o' the eymptims, John," said 
the facetious coachman. 

" Then I wish he war let blood for 't, that's all," 
said John, grimly. 

Adam had been early at the Chase to know how 
Arthur was, and had been relieved from all anxiety 
about the eflfects of his blow by learning that he 
was gone out for a ride. At five o'clock he was 
punctually there again, and sent up word of his 
arrival In a few minutes Pym came down with a 
letter in his hand, and gave it to Adam, saying that 
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the Captain was too busy to see him, and had 
written everything he had to say. The letter was 
directed to Adam, but he went out of doors again 
before opening it It contained a sealed enclosure 
directed to Hetty. On the inside of the cover 
Adam read : — 

" In the enclosed letter I have written everything 
you wish. I leave it to you to decide whether you 
will be doing best to deliver it to Hetty or to return 
it to me. Ask yourself once more whether you are 
not taking a measure which may pain her more 
than mere silence. 

" There is no need for our seeing each other again 
now. We shall meet with better feelings some 
months hence. " A D.'" 

" Perhaps he's i' th' right on't not to see me," 
thought Adam. " It's no use meeting to say more 
hard words, and it^s no use meeting to shake hands 
and say we're friends again. We're not friends, 
an it's better not to pretend it I know forgive- 
ness is a man's duty, but to my thinking, that can 
only mean as you're to give up *all thoughts o' 
taking revenge : it can never mean as you're t' have 
your old feelings back again, for that's not possible. 
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He's not the same Inan to me, and I c&n^tfeel the 
same towards him. God help me ! I don't know 
whether I feel the same towards anybody : I seem 
as if I'd been measuring my work from a false line, 
and had got it all to measure o'er again." 

But the question about delivering the letter to 
Hetty soon absorbed Adam's thoughts. Arthur had 
procured some relief to himself by. throwing the 
decision on Adam with a warning; and Adam, 
who was not given to hesitation, hesitated here. 
He determined to feel his way — to ascertain as well 
as he could what was Hetty's state of mind before 
he decided on delivering the letter. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE DELIVERY OF THE LETTER 

The next Sunday Adam joined the Poysers on their 
way out of church, hoping for an invitation to go 
home with them. He had the letter in his pocket, 
and was anxious to have an opportunity of talking 
to Hetty alone. He could not see her face at 
church, for she had changed her seat, and when he 
came up to her to shake hands, her manner was 
doubtful and constrained. He expected this, for it 
was the first time she had met him since she had 
been aware that he had seen her with Arthur in the 
Grove. 

" Come, you'll go on wi' us, Adam," Mr Poyser 
said, when they reached the turning ; and as soon as 
they were in the fields, Adam ventured to oflFer his 
arm to Hetty. The children soon gave them an 
opportunity of lingering behind a little, and then 
Adam said. 
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" Will you contrive for me to walk out in the 
garden a bit with you this evening, if it keeps fine, 
Hetty? IVe something partic'lar to talk to you 
about." 

Hetty said, "Very well" She was really as 
anxious as Adam was that she should have some 
private talk with him: she wondered what he 
thought of her and Arthur: he must have seen 
them kissing, she knew, but she had no conception 
of the scene that had taken place between Arthur 
and Adam. Her first feeling had been that Adam 
would be very angry with her, and perhaps would 
tell her aunt and uncle ; but it never entered her 
mind that he would dare to say anything to Cap- 
tain Donnithome. It was a relief to her that he 
behaved so kindly to her to-day, and wanted to 
speak to her alone; for she had trembled when 
she found he was going home with them lest he 
should mean " to telL" But, now he wanted to talk 
to her by herself, she should learn what he thought, 
and what he meant to do. She felt a certain con- 
fidence that she could persuade him not to do any- 
thing she did not want him to do ; she could per- 
haps even make him bdieve that she didn't care 
for Arthur ; and as long as Adam thought there 
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was any hope of her having him, he would do 
just what she liked, she knew. Besides, she must 
go on seeming to encourage Adam, lest her uncle 
Mid aunt should be angry, and suspect her of having 
some secret lover. 

Hetty's little brain was busy with this combina- 
tion as she hung on Adam's arm, and said '' yes '" 
or "no"' to some slight observations of his about 
the many hawthorn-berries there would be for the 
birds this next winter, and the low-hanging clouds 
that would hardly hold up till morning. And 
when they rejoined her aimt and uncle, she could 
pursue her thoughts without interruption, for Mr 
Poyser held, that though a young man might like 
to have the woman he was courting on his arm, 
he would nevertheless be glad of a little reasonable 
talk about business the while; and, for his own 
part, he was curious to hear the most recent news 
about the Chase Farm. So, through the rest of 
the walk, he claimed Adam's conversation for him- 
self ; and Hetty laid her small plots, and imagined 
her little scenes of cunning blandishment, as she 
walked along by the hedgerows on honest Adam's 
arm, quite as well as if she had been an elegantly 
clad coquette alone in her boudoir. For if a 
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country beauty in clumsy shoes be only shaUow- 
hearted enough, it is astonishing how closely her 
mental processes may resemble those of a lady in 
society and crinoline, who applies her refined in- 
tellect to the problem of committing indiscretions 
without compromising herself. Perhaps the resem- 
blance was not much the less because Hetty felt 
very unhappy all the while. The parting with 
Arthur was a double pain to her: mingling with 
the tumult of passion and vanity, there was a dim 
undefined fear that the future might shape itself 
in some way quite unlike her dream. She clung 
to the comforting hopeful words Arthur had 
uttered in their last meeting — " I shall come 
again at Christmas, and then we will see what 
can be done." She clung to the belief that he 
was so fond of her, he would never be happy 
without her ; and she still hugged her secret 
— ^that a great gentleman loved her — ^with grati- 
fied pride, as a superiority over all the girls she 
knew. But the uncertainty of the future, the 
possibilities to which she could give no shape, 
began to press upon her like the invisible weight 
of air ; she was alone on her little island of dreams, 
and all round her was the dark unknown water 
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where Arthur was gone. She could gather no 
elation of spirits now by looking forward, but 
only by looking backward to build confidence on 
past words and caresses. But occasionally, since 
Thursday evening, her dim anxieties had been 
almost lost behind the more definite fear that 
Adam might betray what he knew to her uncle 
and aunt, and his sudden proposition to talk with 
her alone had set her thoughts to work in a new 
way. She was eager not to lose this evening's 
opportunity ; and after tea, when the boys were 
going into the garden, and Totty begged to go with 
them, Hetty said, with an alacrity that surprised 
Mrs Poyser, — 

" I'll go with her, aunt." 

It did not seem at all surprising that Adam said 
he would go too ; and soon he and Hetty were 
left alone together on the walk by the filbert trees, 
while the boys were busy elsewhere gathering the 
large imripe nuts to play at "cob-nut" with, and 
Totty was watching them with a puppy-Uke air 
of contemplation. It was but a short time — hardly 
two months — since Adam had had his mind filled 
with delicious hopes, as he stood by Hetty's side 
in this garden. The remembrance of that scene 
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had often been with him since Thursday evening : 
the sunlight through the apple-tree boughs, the red 
bunches, Hetty's sweet blush. It came importu- 
nately now, on this sad evening with the low-hang- 
ing clouds ; but he tried to suppress it, lest some 
emotion should impel him to say more than was 
needful for Hetty's sake. 

" After what I saw on Thursday night, Hetty," 
he began, " you won't think me making too free i' 
what I'm going to say. If you was being courted by 
any man as 'ud make jr'his wife, and I'd known 
you was fond of him, and meant to have him, I 
should have no right to speak a word to you about 
it ; but when I see you're being made love to by a 
gentleman as can never many you, and doesna 
think o* marrying you, I feel bound t' interfere for 
you. I can*t speak about it to them as are i' the 
place o' your parents, for that might bring worse 
trouble than's needful" 

Adam's words relieved one of Hetty's fears, but 
they also carried a meaning which sickened her 
with a strengthened foreboding. She was pale 
and trembling, and yet she would have angrily 
contradicted Adam, if she had dared to betray her 
feelings. But she was silent 
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" You're so young, you know, Hetty," lie went on, 
almost tenderly, " and y* haven't seen much o' what 
goes on in the world It's right for me to do what 
I can to save you jfrom getting into trouble for want 
o' your knowing where you're being led to. K any- 
body besides me knew what I know about your 
meeting a gentleman, and having fine presents from 
him, they'd speak light on you, and you'd lose your 
character. And besides that, youll have to suffer 
in your feelings wi' giving your love to a man as 
can never marry you, so as he might take care of 
you all your life.'.' 

Adam paused, and looked at Hetty, who was 
plucking the leaves from the filbert trees, and 
tearing them up in her hand. Her little plans 
and preconcerted speeches had all forsaken her^ 
like an ill-learnt lesson, under the terrible agita- 
tion produced by Adam's words. There was a 
cruel force in their calm certainty which threatened 
to grapple and crush her flimsy hopes and fancies. 
She wanted to resist them — she wanted to throw 
them off with angry contradiction ; but the deter- 
mination to conceal what she felt still governed her. 
It was nothing more than a blind prompting now, 
for she was unable to calculate the effect of her words. 
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" You've no right to say as I love him," she said, 
faintly but impetuously, plucking another rough leaf 
and tearing it up. She was very beautiful in her 
paleness and agitation, with her dark childish eyes 
dilated, and her breath shorter than usual Adam's 
heart yearned over her as he looked at her. Ah, if 
he could but comfort her, and soothe her, and save 
her from this pain ; if he had but some sort of 
strength that would enable him to rescue her poor 
troubled mind, as he would have rescued her body 
in the face of all danger ! 

" I doubt it must be so, Hetty," he said, tenderly ; 
"for I canna believe you'd let any man kiss you by 
yourselves, and give you a gold box with his hair, 
and go a-walking i* the Grove to meet him, if you 
didna love him. I'm not blaming you, for I know 
it 'ud begin by little and little, till at last you'd not 
be able to throw it oflF. It's him I blame for steal- 
ing your love i' that way, when he knew he could 
never make you the right amends. He's been trifling 
with you, and making a plaything of you, and caring 
nothing about you as a man ought to care." 

" Yes, he does care for me ; I know better nor 
you," Hetty burst out Everything was forgotten 
but the pain and anger she felt at Adam^s words. 
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" Nay, Hetty/' said Adam, " if he'd cared for you 
rightly he'd never ha' behaved so. He told me him- 
self he meant nothing by his kissing and presents, 
and he wanted to make me believe as you thought 
light of 'em too. But I know better nor that. I 
can't help thinking as youVe been trusting t's loving 
you well enough to marry you, for all he's a gentle- 
man. And that's why I must speak to you about 
it, Hetty, — for fear you should be deceiving yourself. 
It's never entered his head, the thought o' marrying 
you." 

" How do you know? How durst you say so ?" 
said Hetty, pausing in her walk and trembling. 
The terrible decision of Adam's tone shook her with 
fear. She had no presence of mind left for the re- 
flection that Arthur would have his reasons for not 
telling the truth to Adam. Her words and look 
were enough to determine Adam :* he must give her 
the letter. 

" You perhaps can't believe me, Hetty ; because 
you think too well of him — ^because you think he 
loves you better than he does. But I've got a letter 
i' my pocket, as he wrote himself for me to give 
you. I've not read the letter, but he says he's told 
you the truth in it But before I give you the 
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letter, consider, Hetty, and don't let it take too 
mncli hold on you. It wouldna ha' been good for 
you if he'd wanted to do such a mad thing as marry 
you : it 'ud ha' led to no happiness i* th' end." 

Hetty said nothing : she felt a revival of hope at 
the mention of a letter which Adam had not read. 
There would be something quite different in it fix)m 
what he thought 

Adam took out the letter, but he held it in his 
hand still, while he said, in a tone of tender en- 
treaty — 

" Don't you bear me ill-will, Hetty, because I'm 
the means o' bringing you this pain. God knows 
I'd ha' borne a good deal worse for the sake o' sparing 
it you. And think — there's nobody but me knows 
about this ; and I'll take care of you as if I was 
your brother. You're the same as ever to me, for I 
don't believe you've done any wrong knowingly." 

Hetty had laid her hand on the letter, but Adam 
did not loose it till he had done speaking. She took 
no notice of what he said — ^she had not listened ; 
but when he loosed the letter, she put it into her 
pocket, without opening it, and then began to walk 
more quickly, as if she wanted to go in. 

" You're in the right not to read it just yet," said 
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Adam. " Eead it when you're by yourself. But stay 
out a little bit longer, and let us call tbe children : 
you look so white and ill; your aunt may take notice 
of it." 

Hetty heard the warning. It recalled to her the 
necessity of rallying her native powers of conceal- 
ment, which had half given way under the shock of 
Adam's worda And she had the letter in her 
pocket : she was sure there was comfort in that 
letter, in spite of Adam. She ran to find Totty, 
and soon reappeared with recovered colour, leading 
Totty, who was making a sour face, because she had 
been, obliged to throw away an unripe apple that 
she had set her small teeth in. 

" Hegh, Totty,'" said Adam, " come and ride on 
my shoulder — ever so high — ^you'll touch the tops o' 
the trees." 

What little child ever refused to be comforted by 
that glorious sense of being seized strongly and 
swung upward? I don't ^believe Ganymede cried 
when the eagle carried him away, and perhaps de- 
posited him on Jove's shoulder at the end Totty 
smiled down complacently from her secure height, 
and pleasant was the sight to the mother's eyes, as 

VOL. IL T 
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she stood at the house door and saw Adam coming 
with his small burthen. 

"Bless your sweet face, my pet," she said, the 
mother's strong love filling her keen eyes with mild- 
ness, as Totty leaned forward and put out her arms. 
She had no eyes for Hetty at that moment, and only 
said, without looking at her, "You go and draw 
some ale, Hetty : the gells are both at the cheese/' 

After the ale had been drawn and her uncle's pipe 
lighted, there was Totty to be taken to bed, and 
brought down again in her night-gown, because 
she would cry instead of going to sleep. Then there 
was suppet to be got ready, and Hetty must be con- 
tinually in the way to give help. Adam stayed till 
he knew Mrs Poyser expected him to go, engaging 
her and her husband in talk as constantly as he 
could, for the sake of leaving Hetty more at ease. 
He lingered, because he wanted to see her safely 
through that evening, and he was delighted to find 
how much self-command she showed. He knew 
she had not had time to read the letter, but he did 
not know she was buoyed up by a secret hope that 
the letter would contradict everything he had said. 
It was hard work for him to leave her— hard to think 
that he should not know for days how she was bear- 
ing her trouble. But he must go at last, and all he 
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could do was to press her hand gently as lie said 
" Good-by," and hope she would take that as a sign 
that if his love could ever be a refuge for her, it was 
there the same as ever. How busy his thoughts 
were, as he walked home, in devising pitying ex- 
cuses for her folly ; in referring all her weakness to 
the sweet lovingness of her nature; in blaming 
Arthur, with less and less inclination to admit that 
his conduct might be extenuated too ! His exaspe- 
ration at Hetty's suffering — and also at the sense 
that she was possibly thrust for ever out of his own 
reach — deafened him to any plea for the miscalled 
friend who had wrought this misery. Adam was a 
clear-sighted, fair-minded man — a fine fellow, in- 
deed, morally as weU as physically. But if Aristides 
the Just was ever in love and jealous, he was at 
that moment not perfectly magnanimous. And I 
cannot pretend that Adam, in these painful days, 
felt nothing but righteous indignation and loving 
pity. He was bitterly jealous ; and in proportion 
as his love made him indulgent in his judgment of 
Hetty, the bitterness found a vent in his feeling to- 
wards Arthur. 

" Her head was allays likely to be turned," he 
thought, " when a gentleman, with his fine manners 
and fine clothes, and his white hands, and that way 
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o' talking gentlefolks have, came about her, making 
up to her in a bold way, as a man couldn't do that 
was only her equal ; and it's much if she'll ever like 
a common man now." He could not help drawing his 
own hands out of his pocket, and looking at them — 
at the hard palms and the broken finger-nails. " Tm 
a roughish fellow, altogether : I don't know, now I 
come to think on 't, what there is much for a woman 
to like about me ; and yet I might ha' got another 
wife easy enough, if I hadn't set my heart on her. 
But it's little matter what other women think about 
me, if she can't love me. She might ha' loved 
me, perhaps, as likely as any other man — there's 
nobody hereabouts as I'm a&aid of, if he hadn't 
come between us ; but now I shall belike be hatefcd 
to her because I'm so different to Imn. And yet 
there's no telling — she may turn round the other 
way, when she finds he's made light of her all the 
while. She may come to feel the vally of a man as 
'ud be thankful to be bound to her all his life. But 
I must put up with it whichever way it is — I've 
only to be thankful it's been no worse : I'm not th' 
only man that's got to do without much happiness 
i' this life. There's many a good bit o' work done 
with a sad heart. It's Ghxl's will* and that's ^enough 
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for. US : we shouldn't know better how things ought 
to be than He does, I reckon, if we was to spend 
our lives i' puzzling. But it 'ud ha' gone near to 
spoil my work for me, if I'd seen her brought to 
sorrow and shame, and through the man as I've 
always been proud to think on. Since I've been 
spared that, I've no right to grumble. When a 
man's got his limbs whole, he can bear a smart cut 
or two." 

As Adam was getting over a stile at this point 
in.his reflections, he perceived a man walking along 
the field before him. He knew it was Seth, return- 
ing from an evening preaching, and made haste to 
overtake him. 

" I thought thee'dst be at home before me,'* he 
said, as Seth turned round to wait for him, "for 
I'm later than usual to-night." 

"Well, I'm later too, for I got into talk, after 
meeting, with John Barnes, who has lately professed 
himself in a state of perfection, and I'd a question 
to ask him about his experienca It'^s one o' them 
subjects that lead you further than y' expect — they 
don't lie along the straight road." 

They walked along together in silence two or 
three minutes. Adam was not inclined to enter 
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into the subtleties of religious experience, but he 
was inclined to interchange a word or two of broth- 
erly affection and confidence with SetL That was 
a rare impulse in him, much as the brothers loved 
each other. They hardly ever spoke of personal 
matters, or uttered more than an allusion to their 
family troubles. Adam was by nature reserved in 
all matters of feeling, and Seth felt a certain tim- 
idity towards his more practical brother. 

" Seth, lad," Adam said, putting his arm on his 
brother's shoulder, " hast heard anything from 
Dinah Morris since she went away ?" 

" Yes,'' said Seth. " She told me I might write 
her word after a while, how we went on, and how 
mother bore up under her trouble. So I wrote to 
her a fortnight ago, and told her about thee having 
a new employment, and how mother was more con- 
tented ; and last Wednesday, when I called at the 
post at Treddles'on, I found a letter from her. I 
think thee'dst perhaps like to read it ; but I didna 
say anything about it, because thee'st seemed so full 
of other things. It's quite easy t' read — she writes 
wonderful for a woman." 

Seth had drawn the letter from his pocket and 
held it out to Adam, who said, as he took it. 
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" Ay, lad, IVe got a tough load to carry just now 
— thee mustna take it ill if I'm a bit silenter and 
crustier nor usual Trouble doesha make me care 
the less for thee. I know we shall stick together, 
to the last/' 

" I take nought ill o' thee, Adam : I know well 
enough what it means if thee't a bit short wi' me 
now and then." 

"There's mother opening the door to look out 
for us," said Adam, as they moimted the slope. 
" She's been sitting i' the dark, as usual Well, 
Gyp, well ! art glad to see me ?" 

lisbeth went in again quickly and lighted a 
candle, for she had heard the welcome rustling of 
footsteps on the grass, before Gyp's joyful bark 

" Eh, my lads ! th' hours war ne'er so long sin' 
I war born as they'n been this blessed Sunday 
night. What can ye both ha' been doin' till this 
time?" 

" Thee shouldstna sit i* the dark, mother," said 
Adam ; " that makes the time seem longer." 

" Eh, what am I t' do wi' bumin' candle of a 
Sunday, when there's on'y me, an it's sin to do a 
bit o' knittin' ? The daylight's long enough for me 
to stare i' th' booke as I canna read. It 'ud be a 
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fine way o' shortenin' the time, to make it waste 
the good candle. But which on you's for ha'ing 
supper? Ye mun ayther be clemmed or fall, I 
should think, seein* what time o' night it is." 

" I'm hungry, mother," said Seth, seating himself 
at the little table, which had been spread ever since 
it was light. 

" IVe had my supper," said Adam. " Here, Gyp," 
he added, taking some cold potato from the table, 
and rubbing the rough grey head that looked up 
towards him. 

" Thee needstna be gi'in' th' dog," said Lisbeth : 
"I'n fed him well already. Tm not like to forget 
him, I reckon, when he's all o' thee I can get sight 
on." 

" Come, then. Gyp," said Adam, " we'll go to bed. 
Good-night, mother ; I'm very tired." 

"What ails him, dost know?" Lisbeth said to 
Seth, when Adam was gone up- stairs. " He's like 
as if he was struck for death this day or two — ^h6's 
so cast down. I found him i' the shop this fore- 
noon, arter thee wast gone, a-sittin' an' doin' no- 
thing — ^not so much as a booke afore him." 

" He's a deal o' work upon him just now, mother,'" 
said Seth, " and I think he's a bit troubled in his 
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mind. Don't you take notice of it, because it hurts 
him when you do. Be as kind to him as you can, 
mother, and don't say anything to vex him." 

" Eh, what dost talk o' my vexin' him ? an' what 
am I like to be but kind? I'U ma' him a kettle- 
cake for breakfast i' the momin'." 

Adam had thrown off his coat and waistcoat, 
and was reading Dinah's letter by the light of his 
dip candle. 

"Deae Beothee Seth, — ^Your letter lay three 
days beyond my knowing of it at the Post, for I 
had not money enough by me to pay the carriage, 
this being a time of great need and sickness here, 
with the rains that have fallen, as if the windows of 
heaven were opened again ; and to lay by money, 
from day to day, in such a time, when there are so 
many in present need of all things, would be a want 
of trust like the laying up of the manna I speak 
of this, because I would not have you think me 
slow to answer, or that I had small joy in your 
rejoicing at the worldly good that has befallen your 
brother Adam. The honour and love you bear him 
is nothing but meet, for Gk)d has given him great 
gifts, and he uses them as the patriarch Joseph did, 
who, when he was exalted to a place of power and 
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trust, yet yearned with tenderness towards his 
parent and his younger brother. 

" My heart is knit to your aged mother since it 
was granted me to be near her in the day of trouble. 
Speak to her of me, and tell her I often bear her in 
my thoughts at evening time, when I am sitting in 
the dim light as I did with her, and we held one 
another's hands, and I spoke the words of comfort 
that were given to me. Ah, that is a blessed time, 
isn't it, Seth, when the outward light is fading, and 
the body is a little wearied with its work and its 
labour. Then the inward light shines the brighter, 
and we have a deeper sense of resting on the Divine 
strength. I sit on my chair in the dark room and 
close my eyes, and it is as if I was out of the body 
and could feel no want for evermore. For then, the 
very hardship, and the sorrow, and the blindness, 
and the sin, I have beheld and been ready to weep 
over — ^yea, all the anguish of the children of men, 
which sometimes wraps me round like sudden dark-, 
ness — I can bear with a willing pain, as if I was 
sharing the Redeemer's cross. For I feel it, I feel 
it — Infinite Love is suffering too — yea, in the 
fulness of knowledge it suffers, it yearns, it mourns; 
and that is a blind self-seeking which wants to be 
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freed from the sorrow wherewith the whole creation 
groaneth and travaileth. Surely it is not true 
blessedness to be free from sorrow, while there is 
sorrow and sin in the world : sorrow is then a part 
of love, and love does not seek to throw it oflF. It is 
not the spirit only that tells me this — I see it in the 
whole work and word of the gospel. Is there not 
pleading in heaven? Is not the Man of Sorrows 
there in that crucified body wherewith he ascended? 
And is He not one with the Infinite Love itself— as 
our love is one with our sorrow ? 

" These thoughts have been much borne in on me 
of late, and I have seen with new clearness the 
meaning of those words, ' If any man love me, let 
him take up my cross/ I have heard this enlarged 
on as if it meant the troubles and persecutions we 
bring on ourselves by confessing Jesus. But surely 
that is a narrow thought. The true cross of the 
Eedeemer was the sin and sorrow of this world — 
tiiat was what lay heavy on his heart — and that is 
the cross we shaU share with him, that is the cup 
we must drink of with him, if we would have any 
part in that Divine Love which is one with his 
sorrow. 

" In my outward lot, which you ask about, I have 
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all things and abound. I have had constant work 
in the mill, though some of the other hands have 
been turned off for a time ; and my body is greatly 
strengthened, so that I feel little weariness after long 
walking and speaking. What you say about stay- 
ing in your own country with your mother and 
brother shows me that you have a true guidance : 
your lot is appointed there by a clear showing, and 
to seek a greater blessing elsewhere would be like 
laying a false offering on the altar and expecting 
the fire from heaven to kindle it My work and my 
joy are here among the hills, and I sometimes think 
I ding too much to my life among the people here, 
and should be rebellious if I was called away. 

" I was thankful for your tidings about the dear 
friends at the Hall Farm ; for though I sent them a 
letter, by my aunt's desire, after I came back from 
my sojourn among them, I have had no word fix)m 
them. My aunt has not the pen of a ready writer, 
and the work of the house is sufficient for the day, 
for she is weak in body. My heart cleaves to her 
and her children as the nearest of all to me in the 
flesh ; yea, and to all in that house. I am carried 
away to them continually in my sleep, and often in 
the midst of work and even of speech, the thought 
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of them is borne in on me as if they were in need 
and trouble, which yet is dark to me. There may 
be some leading here ; but I wait to be taught. You 
say they are all well. 

" We shall see each other again in the body, I trust, 
— though, it may be, not for a long while ; for the 
brethren and sisters at Leeds are desirous to have 
me for a short space among them, when I have a 
door opened me again to leave Snowfield. 

"FareweU, dear brother — ^and yet not farewell For 
those children of God whom it has been granted to 
see each other face to face and to hold communion 
together and to feel the same spirit working in both, 
can never more be sundered, though the hills may 
lie between. For their souls are enlarged for ever- 
more by that union, and they bear one another about 
in their thoughts continually as it were a new 
strength. — ^Your faithful Sister and feiUow-worker 

^^^^> " Dinah MoREis.'' 

" I have not skill to write the words so small as 
you do, and my pen moves slow. And so I am 
straitened, and say but little of what is in my mind. 
Greet your mother for me with a kiss. She asked 
me to kiss her twice when we parted." 
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Adam had refolded the letter, and was sitting 
meditatively with his head resting on his arm at 
the head of the bed, when Seth came up-stairs. 

" Hast read the letter V said Seth. 

" Yes/' said Adam. " I don't know what I should 
ha' thought of her and her letter if I'd never seen 
her : I daresay I should ha' thought a preaching 
woman hfttefiiL But she's one as makes everything 
seem right she says and does, and I seemed to see 
her and hear her speaking when I read the letter. 
It's wonderful how I remember her looks and her 
voice. She'd make thee rare and happy, Seth ; 
she's just the woman for thee.'* 

" It's no use thinking o' that," said Seth, despond- 
ingly. " She spoke so firm, and she's not the 
woman to say one thing and mean another." 

" Nay, but her feelings may grow different. A 
woman may get to love by degrees — the best fire 
doesna flare up the soonest. I'd have thee go and 
see her by-and-by : I'd make it convenient for thee 
to be away three or four days, and it 'ud be no walk 
for thee — only between twenty and thirty mila" 

" I should like to see her again, whether or no, if 
she wouldna be displeased with me for going," said 
Seth. 
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" She'll be none, displeased/' said Adam, emphati- 
cally, getting up and throwing oflF his coat. " It 
might be a great happiness to us all, if she'd have 
thee, for mother took to her so wonderful, and seemed 
so contented to be with her." 

"Ay," said Seth, rather timidly, "and Dinah's 
fond o' Hetty too : she thinks a deal about her." 

Adam made no reply to that, and no other word 
but "good-night" passed between them. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

IN hettt's bed-chambeb. 

It was no longer light enough to go to bed without 
a candle, even in Mrs Poyser's early household, and 
Hetty carried one with her as she went up at last 
to her bedroom soon after Adam was gone, and 
bolted the door behind her. 

Now she would read her letter. It must — ^it 
must have comfort in it How was Adam to know 
the truth ? It was always likely he* should say 
what he did say. 

She set down the candle, and took out the letter. 
It had a faint scent of roses, which made her feel 
as if Arthur were close to her. She put it to her 
lips, and a rush of remembered sensations for a 
moment or two swept away all fear. But her 
heart began to flutter strangely, and her hands 
to tremble as she broke the seal She read 
slowly ; it was not easy for her to read a gentle- 
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man's handwriting, thougli Artliiir had taken pains 
to write plainly. 

" Dearest Hetty, — I have spoken truly when 
I have said that I loved you, and I shall never 
forget our love. I shall be your true friend as long 
as life lasts, and I hope to prove this to you in 
many ways. If I say anything to pain you in this 
letter, do not believe it is for want of love and ten- 
derness towards you, for there is nothing 1 would 
not do for you, if I knew it to be really for your 
happiness. I cannot bear to think of my little 
Hetty shedding tears when I am not there to kiss 
them away ; and if I followed only my own inclin- 
ations, I should be with her at this moment instead 
of writing. It is very hard for me to part from 
her — harder still for me to write words which may 
seem unkind, though they spring from the truest 
kindness. 

" Dear, dear Hetty, sweet as our love has been to 
me, sweet as it would be to me for you to love me 
always, I feel that it would have been better for us 
both if we had never had that happiness, and that 
it is my duty to ask you to love me and care for me 
as little as you can. The fault has all been mine 
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for thougli I have been unable to resist the longing 
to be near you, I have felt aU the while that your 
affection for me might cause you grief. I ought to 
have resisted my feelings. I should have done so, if 
I had been a better fellow than I am ; but now, 
since the past, cannot be altered, I am bound to 
save you from any evil that I have power to pre- 
vent. And I feel it would be a great evil for you if 
your affections continued so fixed on me that you 
could think of no other man who might be able to 
make you happier by his love than I ever can, and 
if you continued to look towards something in the 
future which cannot possibly happen. For, dear 
Hetty, if I were to do what you one day spoke of, 
and make you my wife, I should do what you your- 
self would come to feel was for your misery instead 
of your welfare. I know you can never be happy 
except by marrying a man in your own station ; and 
if I were to marry you now, I should only be add- 
ing to any wrong 'I have done, besides offending 
against my duty in the other relations of life. 
You know nothing, dear Hetty, of the world in 
which I must always live, and you would soon 
begin to dislike me, because there would be so Kttle 
in which we should be alike. 
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" And since I cannot many you, we must part — 
we must try not to feel like lovers any more. I 
am miserable while I say this, but nothing else 
can be. Be angry with me, my sweet one, I deserve 
it ; but do not believe that I shall not always care 
for you — always be grateful to you — ^always remem- 
ber my Hetty ; and if any trouble should come that 
we do -not now foresee, trust in me to do everything 
that lies in my power. 

" I have told you where you are to direct a letter 
to, if you want to write, but I put it down below 
lest you should have forgotten. Do not write unless 
there is something I can really do for you ; for, dear 
Hetty, we must try to think of each other as little as 
we can. Forgive me, and try to forget everything 
about me, except that I shall be, as long as I live, 
your affectionate friend, 

" Arthue Donnithorne." 

Slowly Hetty had read this letter ; and when she 
looked up from it there was the reflection of a 
blanched face in the old dim glass — a white marble 
face with rounded childish forms, but with something 
sadder than a child's pain in it. Hetty did not see 
the face — she saw nothing — she only felt that she 
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was cold and sick and trembling. The letter shook 
and mstled in her hand. She laid it down. It was 
a horrible sensation — ^this cold and trembling : it 
swept away the very ideas that produced it, and 
Hetty got up to reach a warm cloak from her clothes- 
press, wrapped it round her, and sat as if she were 
thinking of nothing but getting warm. Presently 
she took up the letter with a firmer hand, and be- 
gan to read it through again. The tears came this 
time — great rushing tears, that blinded her and 
blotched the paper. She felt nothing but that 
Arthur was cruel — cruel to write so, cruel not to 
marry her. Eeasons why he could not marry her 
had no existence for her mind ; how could she be- 
lieve in any misery that could come to her from the 
fulfilment of all she had been longing for and dream- 
ing of? She had not the ideas that could make up 
the notion of that misery. 

As she threw down the letter again, she caught 
sight of her face in the glass ; it was reddened now, 
and wet with tears ; it was almost like a companion 
that she might complain to — that would pity her. 
She leaned forward on her elbows, and looked 
into those dark overflooding eyes, and at that quiv- 
ering mouth, and saw how the tears came thicker 
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And thicker, and how the mouth became convulsed 
with sobs. 

The shattering of all her little dream-world, the 
crushing blow on her new-bom passion, afflicted 
her pleasure-craving nature with an overpowering 
pain that annihUated all impulse to resistance, and 
suspended her anger. She sat sobbing tiU the 
candle went out, and then wearied, aching, stupified 
with crying, threw herself on the bed without un- 
dressing, and went to sleep. 
- There was a feeble dawn in the room when 
Hetty awoke, a little after four o'clock, with a sense 
of dull misery, the cause of which broke upon her 
gradually, as she began to discern the objects round 
her in the dim light. And then came the frighten- 
ing thought that she had to conceal her misery, as 
well as to bear it, in this dreary daylight that was 
coming. She could lie no longer : she got up and 
went towards the table : there lay the letter ; she 
opened her treasure-drawer : there lay the earrings 
and the locket — ^the signs of all her short happiness 
— the signs of the life-long dreariness that was to 
follow it. Looking at the little trinkets which she 
had once eyed and fingered so fondly as the earnest 
of her future paradise of finery, she lived back ii> 
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the moments when they liad been given to ker with 

such tender caresses, such strangely pretty words, 
such glowing looks, which filled her with a bewild- 
ering delicious surprise — they were so much sweeter 
than she had thought anything could be. And the 
Arthur who had spoken to her and looked at her 
in this way, who was present with her now — ^whose 
arm she felt round her, his cheek against hers, his 
very breath upon her — ^was the cruel, cruel Arthur 
who had written that letter : — ^that letter which she 
snatched and crushed and then opened again, that she 
might read it once more. The half-benumbed men- 
tal condition which was the effect of the last night's 
violent crying, made it necessary to her to look again 
and see if her wretched thoughts were actually true 
— ^if the letter was really so crueL She had to hold 
it close to the window, else she could not have read 
it by the faint light Yes I it was worse — it was 
more cruel. She crushed it up again in anger. She 
hated the writer of that letter — hated him for the 
very reason that she hung upon him vrith all her 
love — all the girKsh passion and vanity that made 
up her love. 

She had no tears this morning. She had wept 
them all away last night, and now she felt that 
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dry-eyed morning misery, which is worse than the 
first shock, because it has the future in it as well 
as the present. Every morning to come, as far as 
her imagination could stretch, she would have to 
get up and feel that the day would have no joy for 
her. For there is no despair so absolute as that 
which comes with the first moments of our first 
great sorrow, when we have not yet known what it 
is to have suffered and be healed, to have despaired 
and to have recovered hope. As Hetty began lan- 
guidly to take off the clothes she had worn all 
the night, that she might wash herself and brush 
her hair, she had a sickening sense that her life 
would go on in this way: she should always be 
doing things she had no pleasure in, getting up to 
the old tasks of work, seeing people she cared no- 
thing about, going to church, and to Treddleston, 
and to tea with Mrs Best, and carrying no happy 
thought with her. For her short poisonous delights 
had spoiled for ever all the little joys that had once 
made the sweetness of her life — the new frock ready 
for Treddleston fair, the party at Mr Britton's at 
Broxton wake, the beaux that she would say " No " 
to for a long while, and the prospect of the wedding 
that was to come at last when she would have a 
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silk gown and a great many clothes all at once. 
These things were all flat and dreary to her now : 
everything would be a weariness : and she wonld 
carry about for ever a hopeless thirst and longing. 

She paused in the midst of her languid undress- 
ing, and leaned against the dark old clothes-press. 
Her neck and arms were bare, her hair hung down 
in delicate rings, and they were just as beautiful 
as they were that night two months ago, when 
she walked up and down this bed-chamber glowing 
with vanity and hope. She was not thinking of 
her neck and arms now ; even her own beauty was 
indifferent to her. Her eyes wandered sadly over 
the dull old chamber, and then looked out vacantly 
towards the growing dawn. Did a remembrance 
of Dinah come across her mind? Of her forebod- 
ing words, which had made her angry^— of Dinah's 
affectionate entreaty to think of her as a friend in 
trouble? No, the impression had been too slight 
to recur. Any affection or comfort Dinah could 
have given her would have been as indifferent to 
Hetty this morning as everything else was except her 
bruised passion. She was only thinking she could 
never stay here and go on with the old life — she 
could better bear something quite new than sinking 
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back into the old everyday round. She would like 
to run away that very morning, and never see any 
of the old faces again. But Hetty's was not a 
nature to face diflSculties — to dare to loose her hold 
on the familiar and rush blindly on some unknown 
condition. Hers was a luxurious and vain nature, 
not a passionate one ; and if she were ever to take 
any violent measure, she must be urged to it by 
the desperation of terror. There was not much 
room for her thoughts to travel in the narrow circle 
of her imagination, and she soon fixed on the one 
thing she would do to get away from her old life : 
she would ask her uncle to let her go to be a lady's- 
maid. Miss Lydia's maid would help her to get a 
situation, if she knew Hetty had her uncle's leave. 

When she had thought of this, she fastened up 
her hair and began to wash : it seemed more pos- 
sible to her to go down stairs and try to behave as 
usual. She would ask her uncle this very day. On 
Hetty's blooming health, it would take a great deal 
of such mental suflfering as hers to leave any deep 
impress ; and when she was dressed as neatly as 
usual in her working-dress, with her hair tucked up 
under her little cap, ail indiflferent observer would 
have been more struck with the young roundness of 
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her cheek and neck, and the darkness of her eyes 
and eyelashes, than with any signs of sadness about 
her. But when she took up the crushed letter and 
put it in her drawer, that she might lock it out of 
sight, hard smarting tears, having no relief in them 
as the great drops had that fell laf t night, forced 
their way into her eyes. She wiped them away 
quickly: she must not cry in the day-time: no- 
body should find out how miserable she was, nobody 
should know she was disappointed about anything ; 
and the thought that the eyes of her aunt and imcle 
would be upon her, gave her the self-command 
which often accompanies a great dread. For Hetty 
looked out from her secret misery towards the possi- 
bility of their ever knowing what had happened, as 
the sick and weary prisoner might think of the 
possible pillory. They would think her conduct 
shameful ; and shame was torture. That was poor 
little Hetty's conscience. 

So she locked up her drawer, and went away to 
her early work. 

In the evening, when Mr Poyser was smoking 
his pipe, and his good-nature was therefore at its 
superlative moment, Hetty seized the opportunity 
of her aunt's absence to say. 
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" Unde, I wish you'd let me go for a lady's- 
nudi" 

Mr Poyser took the pipe from his mouth, and 
looked at Hetty in mild surprise for some moments. 
She was sewing, and went on with her work in- 
dustriously. 

" Why, what's put that into your head, my 
wench ? " he said at last, after he had given one 
conservative puff. 

" I should like it — ^I should like it better than 
farm-work" 

" Nay, nay ; you fancy 90 because you donna 
know it, my wench. It wouldn't be half so good 
for your health, nor for your luck i' life. I'd like 
you to stay wi' us till you've got a good hus- 
band : you're my own niece, and I wouldn't have 
you go to service, though it was a gentleman's house, 
as long as I've got a home for you." 

Mr Poyser paused, and puffed away at his pipe. 

" I like the needlework," said Hetty, " and I 
should get good wages." 

" Has your aunt been a bit sharp wi' you ? " said 
Mr Poyser, not noticing Hetty's further argument. 
"You mustna mind that, my wench — she does it 
for your good She wishes you well; an' there 
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isn't many aunts as are no kin to you 'ud ha' done 
by you as she has." 

"No, it isn't my aunt," said Hetty; "but I 
should like the work better" 

" It was all very well for you to learn the work 
a bit — an' I gev my consent to that fast enough, 
sin' Mrs Pomfret was willing to teach you. For if 
anything was t' happen, it's well to know how to 
turn your hand to diflferent sorts o' things. But 
I niver meant you to go to service, my wench ; my 
family's ate their own bread and cheese as fur 
back as anybody knows, hanna they, father? You 
wouldna like your grandchild to take wage ? " 

" Na-a-y," said old Martin, with an elongation of 
the word, meant to make it bitter as well as nega- 
tive, while he leaned forward and looked down on 
the floor. "But the wench takes arter her mother. 
I'd hard work t' hould her in, an' she married i* 
spite o' me — ^a feller wi' on'y two head o' stock 
when there should ha' been ten on's farm — she 
might well die o' th' inflammation afore she war 
thirty." 

It was seldom the old man made so long a speech ; 
but his son's question had fallen like a bit of dry 
fael on the embers of a long unextinguished resent- 
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ment, which had always made the grandfather more 
indifferent to Hetty than to his son's children. Her 
mother's fortune had been spent by that good-for- 
nonght Sorrel, and Hetty had Sorrers blood in her 
veins. 

" Poor thing, poor thing ! " said Martin the 
younger, who was sorry to have provoked this re- 
trospective harshness. " She'd but bad luck. But 
Hetty's got as good a chanche o' getting a solid, 
sober husband as any gell i' this country." 

After throwing out this pregnant hint, Mr Poyser 
recurred to his pipe and his silence, looking at Hetty 
to see if she did not give some sign of having re- 
nounced her ill-advised wish. But instead of that, 
Hetty, in spite of herself, began to cry, half out of 
ill-temper at the denial, half out of the day's re- 
pressed sadness. 

" Hegh, hegh ! " said Mr Poyser, meaning to 
check her playfully, " don't let's have any crying. 
Crying's for them as ha' got no home, not for them 
as want to get rid o' one. What dost think?" he 
continued to his wife, who now came back into the 
house-place, knitting with fierce rapidity, as if that 
movement were a necessary function, like the twit- 
tering of a crab's antennae. 
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" Think ?— why, I think we shall have the fowl 
stole before we are much older, wi' that gell forget- 
ting to lock the pens up o' nights. What's the 
matter now, Hetty 1 What are you crying at ?" ^ 

" Why, she's been wanting to go for a lady's- 
maid," said Mr Poyser. " I tell her we can do bet- 
ter for her nor that." 

'' I thought she'd got some maggot in her head, 
she's gone about wi' her mouth buttoned up so all 
day. It's all wi' going so among them servants at 
the Chase, as we' war fools for letting her. She 
thinks it 'ud be a finer life than being wi' them as 
are akin to her, and ha' brought her up sin' she 
war no bigger nor Marty. She thinks there's no- 
thing belongs to being a lady's-maid, but wearing 
finer clothes nor she was born to, I'll be bound. 
It's what rag she can get to stick on her as she's 
thinking on from morning till night ; as I often ask 
her if she wouldn't like to be the mawkin i' the 
field, for then she'd be made o' rags inside an' out. 
I'll never gi' my consent to her going for a lady's- 
maid, while she's got good Mends to take care on 
her till she's married to somebody better nor one 
o' them valets, as is neither a common man nor a 
gentleman, an' must live on the fat o' the land, an's 
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like enough to stick his hands under his coat tails 
and expect his wife to work for him." 

" Ay, ay," said Mr Poyser, " we must have a bet- 
ter husband for her nor that, and there's better at 
hand. Come, my wench, give over crying, and get 
to bed 111 do better for you nor letting you go 
for a lady's-maid. Let's hear no more on't." 

When Hetty was gone up-stairs he said, 

" I canna make it out as she should want to go 
away, for I thought she'd got a mind t' Adam Bede. 
She's looked like it o' late." 

'* Eh, there's no knowing what she's got a liking 
to, for things take no more hold on her than if she 
was a dried pea. I believe that gell, Molly — as is 
aggravatin' enough, for the matter o' that — but I 
believe she'd care more about leaving us and the 
children, for all she's been here but a year come 
Michaelmas, nor Hetty would. But she's got this 
notion o' being a lady's-maid wi' going among them 
servants — ^we might ha' known what it 'ud lead to 
when we let her go to learn the fine work. But I'll 
put a stop to it pretty quick." 

" Thee'dst be sorry to part wi' her, if it wasn't for 
her good," said Mr Poyser. " She's useful to thee 
i' the work." 
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" Sorry ? yis ; I'm fonder on her nor she de- 
serves — a little hard-hearted hussy, wanting to leave 
us i' that way. I can't ha' had her about me these 
seven year, I reckon, and done for her, and taught 
her everything, wi'out caring about her. An' here 
I m having linen spun, an' thinking all the while 
it'll make sheeting and table-clothing for her when 
she's married, an' she'll live i' the parish wi' us, and 
never go out of our sights, like a fool as I am for 
thinking aught about her, as is no better nor a 
cherry wi' a hard stone inside it." 

" Nay, nay, thee mustna make much of a trifle," 
said Mr Poyser, soothingly. " She's fond on us, I'll 
be bound ; but she's young, an' gets things in her 
head as she can't rightly give account on. Them 
young fillys 'uU run away often wi'out knowing 
why." 

Her uncle's answers, however, had had another 
eflect on Hetty besides that of disappointing her and 
making her cry. She knew quite well whom he had 
in his mind in his allusions to marriage, and to a 
sober, solid husband ; and when she was in her bed- 
room again, the possibility of her marrying Adam 
presented itself to her in a new light In a mind 
where no strong sympathies are at work, where 
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there is no supreme sense of right to which the 
agitated nature can cling and steady itself to quiet 
endurance, one of the first results of sorrow is a 
desperate vague clutching after any deed that will 
change the actual condition. Poor Hetty's vision 
of consequences, at no time more than a narrow 
fantastic calculation of her own probable pleasures 
and pains, was now quite shut out by reckless irrita- 
tion under present suffering, and she was ready for 
onfe of those convulsive, motiveless actions by which 
wretched men and women leap from a temporary 
sorrow into a life-long misery. 

Why should she not marry Adam ? She did not 
care what she did, so that it made some change in 
her life. She felt confident that he would still want 
to marry her, and any further thought about Adam's 
happiness in the matter had never yet visited her. 

" Strange !" perhaps you will say, " this rush of 
impulse towards a course that might have seemed 
the most repugnant to her present state of mind, 
and in only the second night of her sadness I" 

Yes, the actions of a little trivial soul like Hetty's, 
struggling amidst the serious, sad destinies of a 
human being, are strange. So are the motions of a 
little vessel without ballast tossed about on a stormy 
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sea. How pretty it looked with its particoloured 
sail in the sunlight, moored in the quiet bay ! 

" Let that man bear the loss who loosed it from 
its moorings." 

But that will not save the vessel — ^the pretty 
thing that might have been a life-long joy. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

MES POYSEB "HAS HER SAY OUT.'' 

The next Saturday evening there was much excited 
discussion at the Donnithome Arms concerning 
an incident which had occurred that very day — 
no less than a second appearance of the smart 
man in top-boots, said by some to be a mere 
farmer in treaty for the Chase Farm, by others 
to be the future steward ; but by Mr Casson him- 
self, the personal witness to the stranger's visit, 
pronounced contemptuously to be nothing better 
than a baililff, such as Satchell had been before 
himu No one had thought of denying Mr Casson's 
testimony to the fact that he had seen the stranger, 
nevertheless he proffered various corroborating cir- 
cumstances. 

" I see him myself," he said ; " I see him coming 
along by the Crab-tree meadow on a bald-faced 
hoss. Id just been t' hev a pint — ^it was half after 
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ten r the forenoon, when I hev my pint as reglar 
as the clock — and I says to Knowles, as druv up 
with his waggon, ' You'll get a bit o' barley to-day, 
Knowles,' I says, *if you look about you;' and 
then I went round by the rick-yard, and towart 
the Treddles'on road ; and just as I come up by 
the big ash-tree, I see the man i* top-boots coming 
along on a bald-faced boss — I wish I may never 
stir if I didn't. And I stood still till he come up, 
and I says, '(Jood morning, sir,' I says, for I wanted 
to hear the turn of his tongue, as I might know 
whether he was a this-country-man ; so I says, 
' Good morning, sir : itll 'old hup for the barley 
this morning, I think. There'll be a bit got hin, 
if we've good-luck' And he says, *Eh, ye may be 
raight, there's noo tallin',' he says ; and I knpw'd 
by that" — ^here Mr Casson gave a wink — "as he 
didn't come from a hundred mile off. I daresay 
he'd think me a hodd talker, as you Loamshire 
folks allays does hany wonn as talks the right 
language." 

" The right language ! " said Bartle Massey, con- 
temptuously. "You're about as near the right 
language as a pig's squeaking is like a tune played 
on a key-bugle." 
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" Well, I don't know/' answered Mr Casson, with 
an angry smile. "I should think a man as has 
lived among the gentry from a by, is likely to 
know what's the right language pretty nigh as 
well as a schoolmaster." 

" Ay, ay, man," said Bartle, with a tone of 
sarcastic consolation, " you talk the right language 
for you. When Mike Holdsworth's goat says ba-a-a^ 
it's all right — it 'ud be unnatural for it to make any 
other noise." 

The rest of the party being Loamshire men, Mr 
Casson had the laugh strongly against him, and 
wisely fell back on the previous question, which, 
far from being exhausted in a single evening, was 
renewed in the churchyard, before service, the next 
day, with the fresh interest conferred on all news 
when there is a fresh person to hear it ; and that 
fresh hearer was Martin Poyser, who, as his wife 
said, " never went boozin' with that set at Casson's, 
a-sittin' soakin'-in drink, and looking as wise as a 
lot o' cod-fish wi' red faces." 

It was probably owing to the conversation she 
had had with her husband on their way from 
church, concerning this problematic stranger, that 
Mrs Peyser's thoughts immediately reverted to him 
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when, a day or two afterwards, as she was standing 
at the house door with her knitting, in that eager 
leisure which came to her when the afternoon clean- 
ing was done, she saw the old Squire enter the yard 
on his black pony, followed by John the groom. 
She always cited it afterwards as a case of pre- 
vision, which really had something more in it than 
her own remarkable penetration, that the moment 
she set eyes on the Squire, she said to herself, " I 
shouldna wonder if he's come about that man as 
is a-going to take the Chase Farm, wanting Poyser 
to do something for him without pay. But Poysef s 
a fool if he does." 

Something unwonted must clearly be in the 
wind, for the old Squire's visits to his tenantry 
were rare ; and though Mrs Poyser had during 
the last twelvemonth recited many imaginary 
speeches, meaning even more than met the ear, 
which she was quite determined to make to him 
the next time he appeared within the gates of 
the Hall Farm, the speeches had always remained 
imaginary. 

" Good-day, Mrs Poyser," said the old Squire, 
peering at her with his short-sighted eyes — a 
mode of looking at her which, as Mrs Poyser 
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observed, *' allays aggravated her : it was as if 
you was a insect, and he was going to dab his 
finger-nail on you." 

However, she said, " Your servant, sir," and 
curtsied with an air of perfect deference as she 
advanced towards him : she was not the woman 
to misbehave towards her betters, and fly in the 
face of the catechism, without severe provocation. 

" Is your husband at home, Mrs Poyser ?" 

" Yes, sir ; he's only i' the rick-yard. I'll send 
for him in a minute, if youll please to get down 
and step in." 

" Thank you ; I will do so. I want to consult 
him about a little matter ; but you are quite as 
much concerned in it, if not mora I must have 
your opinion too." 

" Hetty, run and tell your uncle to come in," 
said Mrs Poyser, as they entered the house, and 
the old gentleman bowed low in answer to Hetty's 
curtsy; while Totty, conscious of a pinafore stained 
with gooseberry jam, stood hiding her face against 
the clock, and peeping round furtively. 

" What a fine old kitchen this is !" said Mr Don- 
nithome, looking round admiringly. He always 
spoke in the same deliberate, well-chiselled, polite 
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way, whether his words were sugary or venomous. 
" And you keep it so exquisitely clean, Mrs Poyser. 
I like these premises, do you know, beyond any on 
the estate." 

" Well, sir, since you*re fond of 'em, I should 
be glad if you'd let a bit o' repairs be done to 
*em, for the boarding's i' that state, as we're like 
to be eaten up wi' rats and mice; and the cellar, 
you may stan' up to your knees i' water in't, if 
you like to go down; but perhaps you'd rather 
believe my words. Won't you please to sit down, 
sir?" 

" Not yet : I must see your dairy. I have not 
seen it for years, and I hear on all hands about 
your fine cheese and butter," said the Squire, look- 
ing politely unconscious that there could be ^nj 
question on which he and Mrs Poyser might happen 
to disagree. " I think I see the door open, there : 
you must not be surprised if I cast a covetous eye 
on your cream and butter. I don't expect that Mrs 
Satchell's cream and butter will bear comparison 
with yours." 

"I can't say, sir, I'm sure. It's seldom I see 
other folks's butter, though there's some on it as 
one's no need to see — the smell's enough." 
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"Ah, now this I like," said Mr Donnithorne, 
looking round at the damp temple of cleanliness, 
but keeping near the door. "I'm sure I should 
like my breakfast better if I knew the butter and 
cream came from this dairy. Thank you, that really 
is a pleasant sight. Unfortunately, my slight ten- 
dency to rheumatism makes me afraid of damp : 
I'll sit down in your comfortable kitchen. Ah, 
Poyser, how do you do ? In the midst of business, 
I see, as usual. IVe been looking at your wife's 
beautiful dairy — the best manager in the parish, is 
she not?" 

Mi' Poyser had just entered in shirt-sleeves and 
open waistcoat, with a face a shade redder than 
usual, from the, exertion of " pitching/' As he 
stood, red, rotund, and radiant before the small, 
wiry, cool, old gentleman, he looked like a prize 
apple by the side of a withered crab. 

"Will you please to take this chair, sir?'' he 
said, lifting his father's arm-chair forward a little : 
" you'll find it easy." 

"No, thank you, I never sit in easy-chairs," said 
the old gentleman, seating himself on a small chair 
near the door. " Do you know, Mrs Poyser — sit 
down, pray, both of you — ^IVe been far from con- 



330 ADAM BEDE. 

tented, for some time, with Mrs Satchell's dairy 
management. I think she has not a good method, 
as you have." 

"Indeed, sir, I can't speak to that," said Mrs 
Poyser, in a hard voice, rolling and unrolling her 
knitting, and looking icily out of the window, as 
she continued to stand opposite the Squire. Poyser 
might sit down if he liked, she thought : she 
wasn't going to sit down, as if she'd give in to any 
such smooth-tongued palaver. Mr Poyser, who 
looked and felt the reverse of icy, did sit down in 
his three-cornered chair. 

" And now, Poyser, as Satchell is laid up, I am 
intending to let the Chase Farm to a respectable 
tenant. I'm tired of having a farm on my own 
hands — ^nothing is made the best of, in such cases, 
as you know. A satisfactory bailiff is hard to find ; 
and I think you and I, Poyser, and your excellent 
wife here, can enter into a little arrangement in con- 
sequence, which will be to our mutual advantage." 

" Oh," said Mr Poyser, with a good-natured blank- 
ness of imagination as to the nature of the arrange- 
ment 

" If I'm called upon to speak, sir," said Mrs Poyser, 
after glancing at her husband with pity at his soft- 
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ness, " you know better than me ; but I don't see 
what the Chase Farm is t' us — weVe cumber 
enough wi' our own farm. Not but what I'm glad 
to hear o' anybody respectable coming into the 
parish : there's some as ha' been brought in as 
hasn't been looked in i' that character." 

"You're likely to find Mr Thurle an excellent 
neighbour, I assure you : such a one as you will 
feel glad to have accommodated by the little plan 
I'm going to mention ; especially as I hope you will 
find it as much to your own advantage as his." 

"Indeed, sir, if it's anything t* our advantage, 
it'll be the first offer o' the sort I've beared on. It's 
them as take advantage that get advantage i' this 
world, / think : folks have to wait long enough 
afore it's brought to 'em." 

" The fact is, Poyser," said the Squire, ignoring 
Mrs Poyser's theory of worldly prosperity, " there is 
too much dairy land, and too little plough land, on 
the Chase Farm, to suit Thurle's purpose — ^indeed, 
he will only take the farm on condition of some 
change in it : his wife, it appears, is not a clever 
dairy-woman, like yours. Now, the plan I'm think- 
ing of is to effect a little exchange. If you were to 
have the Hollow Pastures, you might increase your 
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dairy, which must be so profitable under your wife's 
management ; and I should request you, Mrs Poyser, 
to supply my house with milk, cream, and butter 
at the market prices. On the other hand, Poyser, 
you might let Thurle have the Lower and Upper 
lUdges, which really, with our wet seasons, would 
be a good riddance for you. There is much less 
risk in dairy land than corn land." 

Mr Poyser was leaning forward, with his elbows 
on his knees, his head on one side, and his mOuth 
screwed up — ^apparently absorbed in making the 
tips of his fingers meet so as to represent with 
perfect accuracy the ribs of a ship. He was much 
too acute a man not to see through the whole busi- 
ness, and to foresee perfectly what would be his 
wife's view of the subject ; but he disliked giving 
unpleasant answers : unless it was on a point of 
farming practice, he would rather give up than 
have a quarrel, any day ; and after all, it mattered 
more to his wife than to him. So after a few mo- 
ments' sUence, he looked up at her and said mildly, 
"What dost say?" 

Mrs Poyser had had her eyes fixed on her hus- 
band with cold severity during his silence, but now 
she turned away her head with a toss, looked icily 
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at the opposite roof of the cow-shed, and spearing 
her knitting together with the loose pin, held it 
firmly between her clasped hands. 

" Say ? Why, I say you may do as you like about 
giving up any o' your com land, afore your lease is 
up, which it won't be for a year come next Michael- 
mas Lady Day, but 111 not consent to take more 
dairy work into my hands, either for love or money; 
and there's nayther love nor money here, as I can 
see, on'y other folks's love o' theirselves, and the 
money as is to go into other folks's pockets. I 
know there's them as is bom t' own the land, 
and them as is bora to sweat on't," — ^here Mrs 
Poyser paused to gasp a little — " and I know it's 
christened folks's duty to submit to their betters as 
fur as flesh and blood 'ull bear it ; but I'll not make 
a martyr o' myself, and wear myself to skin and 
bone, and worret myself as if I was a chum wi' 
butter a-coming in't, for no landlord in England, 
not if he was King George himself." 

"No, no, my dear Mrs Poyser, certainly not," 
said the Squire, still confident in his own powers of 
persuasion, "you must not overwork yourself; but 
don't you think your work will rather be lessened 
than increased in this way ? There is so much milk 
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required at the Abbey, that you will have little 
increase of cheese and butter making from the 
addition to your dairy ; and I believe selling the 
milk is the most profitable way of disposing of 
dairy produce, is it not V* 

" Ay, that's true,'* said Mr Poyser, unable to 
repress an opinion on a question of farming profits, 
and forgetting that it was not in this case a purely 
abstract question. 

" I daresay,'" said Mrs Poyser bitterly, turning 
her head half-way towards her husband, and look- 
ing at the vacant arm-chair — " I daresay it's true 
for men as sit T th' chimney-comer and make 
believe as everything's cut wi' ins an' outs to fit 
int' everything elsa If you could make a pudding 
wi' thinking o' the batter, it 'ud be easy getting 
dinner. How do I know whether the milk 'ull be 
wanted constant ? What's to make me sure as the 
house won't be put o' board-wage afore we're many 
months older, and then I may have to lie awake 
o' nights wi' twenty gallons o' milk on my mind — 
and Dingall 'ull take no more butter, let alone 
paying for it; and we must fat pigs till we're 
obliged to beg the butcher on our knees to buy 'em, 
and lose half of 'em wi' the measles. And there's 
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the fetching and carrying, as 'ud be welly half a 
day's work for a man an' hoss — iJiat's to be took 
out o' the profits, I reckon? But there's folks 'ud 
hold a sieve under the pump and expect to carry 
away the water/' 

" That diflSculty — ^about the fetching and carry- 
ing — you will not have, Mrs Poyser," said the 
Squire, who thought that this entrance into par- 
ticulars indicated a distant inclination to compro- 
mise on Mrs Poyser's part — " Bethell will do that 
regularly with the cart and pony." 

" 0, sir, begging your pardon, I've never been 
used t' having gentlefolks's servants coming about 
my back places, a-making love to both the gells at 
once, and keeping 'em with their hands on their 
hips listening to all manner o' gossip when they 
should be down on their knees a-scouring. If we're 
to go to ruin, it shanna be wi' having our back 
kitchen turned into a public." 

" Well, Poyser," said the Squire, shifting his 
tactics, and looking as if he thought Mrs Poyser 
had suddenly withdrawn from the proceedings and 
left the room, " you can turn the Hollows into feed- 
ing-land. I can easily make another arrangement 
about supplying my house. And I shall not forget 
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your readiness to accommodate your landlord as 
well as a neighbour. I know you will be glad to 
have your lease renewed for three years, when the 
present one expires ; otherwise, I daresay Thurle, 
who is a man of some capital, would be^lad to take 
both the farms, as they could be worked so well 
together. But I don't want to part with an old 
tenant like you." 

To be thrust out of the discussion in this way 
would have been enough to complete Mrs Poyser's 
exasperation, even without the final threat. Her 
husband, really alarmed at the possibility of their 
leaving the old place where he had been bred and 
bom — ^for he believed the old Squire had small spite 
enough for anything — ^was beginning a mild re- 
monstrance explanatory of the inconvenience he 
should find in having to buy and sell more stock, 
with — 

" Well, sir, I think as it's rether hard " . . . . when 
Mrs Poyser burst in with the desperate determina- 
tion to have her say out this once, though it were 
to rain notices to quit, and the only shelter were 
the workhouse. 

" Then, sir, if I may speak — ^as, for all I'm a 
woman, and there's folks as thinks a woman's fool 
enough to stan' by an' look on while the men sign 
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her soul away, IVe a right to speak, for I make one 
quarter o' the rent, and save th' other quarter— I 
say, if Mr Thurle's so ready to take farms under 
you, it's a pity but what he should take this, and 
see if he likes to live in a house wi' all the plagues 
o' Egypt in't — wi' the cellar full o' water, and 
frogs and toads hoppin' up the steps by dozens — 
and the floors rotten, and the rats and mice gnaw- 
ing every bit o' cheese, and runnin' over our heads 
as we lie i' bed till we expeot 'em to eat us up alive 
— as it's a mercy they hanna eat the children long 
ago. I should like to see if there's another tenant 
besides Poyser as 'ud put up vn! never having a bit 
o' repairs done till a place tumbles down — and not 
then, on'y wi' begging and praying, and having to 
pay half — and being strung up wi' the rent as it's 
much if he gets enough out o' the land to pay, for 
all he's put his own money into the ground before- 
hand. See if you'll get a stranger to lead such 
a life here as that : a maggot must be bom i' the 
rotten cheese to like it, I reckon. You may run 
away from my words, sir," continued Mrs Poyser, 
following the old Squire beyond the door — for after 
the first moments of stunned surprise he had got up, 
and waving his hand towards her with a smile, 

VOL. IL Y 
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had walked out towards his pony. But it was 
impossible for him to get away immediately, for 
John was walking the pony up and down the yard, 
and was some distance from the causeway when his 
master beckoned. 

" You may run away from my words, sir, and 
you may go spinnin' imderhand ways o' doing 
us a mischief, for youVe got old Harry to* your 
friend, though nobody else is, but I tell you for 
once as we're not dumb creaturs to be abused 
and made money on by them as ha' got the lash 
i' their hands, for want o' knowing how t'undo 
the tackle. An' if I'm th' only one as speaks 
my mind, there's plenty o' the same way o' 
thinking i' this parish and the next to 't, for 
your name's no better than a brimstone match 
in everybody's nose — if it isna two-three old folks 
as you think o' saving your soul by giving 'em 
a bit o' flannel and a drop o' porridge. An' you 
may be right i' thinking it 11 take but little to save 
your soul, for it 11 be the smallest savin' y* iver 
made, wi' all your scrapin'." 

There are occasions on which two servant-girls 
and a waggoner may be a formidable audience, and 
as the Squire rode away on his black pony, even the 
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gift of short-sightedness did not prevent him from 
being aware that Molly, and Nancy, and Tim were 
grinning not far from him. Perhaps he suspected 
that sour old John was grinning behind him — ^which 
was also the fact. Meanwhile the buU-dog, the 
black-and-tan terrier, Alick's sheep-dog, and the 
gander hissing at a safe distance from the pony's 
he^ls, carried out the idea of Mrs Poyser's solo in 
an impressive quartett 

Mrs Poyser, however, had no sooner seen the 
pony move off than she turned round, gave the 
two hilarious damsels a look which drove them 
into the back kitchen, and unspearing her knitting, 
began to knit again with her usual rapidity, as 
she re-entered the house. 

"Thee'st done it now," said Mr Poyser, a little 
alarmed and uneasy, but not without some trium- 
phant amusement at his wife s outbreak. 

" Yis, I know I've doner it," said Mrs Poyser ; 
" but IVe had my say out, and I shall be th' easier 
for't aU my life. There's no pleasure i' living, 
if you're to be corked up for iver, and only 
dribble your mind out by the sly, like a leaky 
barreL I shan't repent saying what I think, if 
I live to be as old as th' old Squire ; and there's 
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little likelihoods — ^for it seems as if them as aren't 
wanted here are th' only folks as aren't wanted i' 
th' other world." 

" But thee wotna like moving from th' old place, 
this Michaelmas twelvemonth," said Mr Poyser, 
"and going into a strange parish, where thee 
kuow'st nobody. It'll be hard upon us both, and 
upo' father too." 

" Eh, it's no use worreting ; there's plenty o' 
things may happen between this and Michaelmas 
twelvemonth. The Captain may be master afore 
then, for what we know," said Mrs Poyser, inclined 
to take an imusually hopeful view of an embarrass- 
ment which had been brought about by her own 
merit, and not by other people's fault. 

" I'm none for worreting," said Mr Poyser, rising 
from his three-cornered chair and walking slowly 
towards the door ; " but I should be loath to leave 
th' old place, and the parish where I was bred and 
bom, and father afore me. We should leave our 
roots behind us, I doubt, and niver thrive again." 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

MOKE LINKS. 

The barley was all carried at last, and the harvest 
suppers went by without waiting for the dismal 
black crop of beans. The apples and nuts were 
gathered and stored ; the scent of whey departed 
from the farmhouses, and the scent of brewing came 
in its steaAv The woods behind the Chase, and all 
the hedgerow trees, took on a solemn splendour 
under the dark low-hanging skies. Michaelmas was 
come, with its fragrant basketfuls of purple damsons, 
and its paler purple daisies, and its lads and lasses 
leaving or seeking service, and winding along be- 
tween the yellow hedges, with their bundles imder 
their arms. But though Michaelmas was come, Mr 
Thurle, that desirable tenant, did not come to the 
Cluwe Farm, and the old Squire, after all, had been 
obliged to put in a new bailiff. It was known 
throughout the two parishes that the Squire's plan 
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had been frustrated because the Poysers had refused 
to be "put upon," and Mrs Peyser's outbreak was 
discussed in all the farmhouses with a zest which was 
only heightened by frequent repetition. The news 
that "Bony" was come back from Egypt was com- 
paratively insipid, and the repulse of the French in 
Italy was nothing to Mrs Poyser's repulse of the 
old Squire. Mr Irwine had heard a version of it in 
every parishioner's house, with the one exception of 
the Chase. But since he had always, with marvel- 
lous skill, avoided any quarrel with Mr Donnithome, 
he could not allow himself the pleasure of laughing 
at the old gentleman's discomfiture with any one 
besides his mother, who declared that if she were 
rich she should like to allow Mrs Poyser a pension 
for life, and wanted to invite her to the Parsonage, 
that she might hear an account of the scene from 
Mrs Peyser's own lips. 

" No, no, mother," said Mr Irwine ; " it was a 
little bit of irregular justice on Mrs Peyser's part, 
but a magistrate like me must not countenance irre- 
gular justice. There must be no report spread that I 
have taken notice of the quarrel, else I shall lose the 
little good influence I have over the old man." 

" Well, I like that woman even better than her 
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cream-cheeses," said Mrs Irwine. '*She has the 
spirit of three men, with that pale face of hers ; and 
she says such sharp things too." 

" Sharp ! yes, her tongue is like a new-set razor. 
She's quite original in her talk, too ; one of those 
untaught wits that help to stock a country with 
proverbs. I told you that capital thing I heard 
her say about Craig — ^that he was like a cock who 
thought the sun had risen to hear him crow. Now 
that's an iEsop's fable in a sentence." 

" But it will be a bad business if the old gentle- 
man turns them out of the farm next Michaelmas, 
eh ?" said Mrs Irwine. 

" that miist not be ; and Poyser is such a good 
tenant, that Donnithome is likely to think twice, and 
digest his spleen rather than turn them out. But if 
he should give them notice at Lady Day, Arthur and 
I must move heaven and earth to mollify him. Such 
old parishioners as they are must not go." 

" Ah, there's no knowing what may happen before 
Lady Day," said Mrs Lwine. " It struck me on 
Arthur's birthday that the old man was a little 
shaken : he's eighty-three, you know. It's really an 
unconscionable age. It's only women who have a 
right to live as long as that." 
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" When they've got old-bachelor sons who would 
be forlorn without them," said Mr Irwine, laughing 
and kissing his mother's hand. 

Mrs Poyser, too, met her husband's occasional 
forebodings of a notice to quit with " There's no 
knowing what may happen before Lady Day : — " one 
of those undeniable general propositions which are 
usually intended to convey a particular meaning very 
far from undeniable. But it is really too hard upon 
human nature that it should be held a criminal 
offence to imagine the death even of the king when 
he is turned eighty- three. It is not to be believed 
that any but the dullest Britons can be good sub- 
jects under that hard condition. 

Apart from this foreboding, things went on much 
as usual in the Poyser household. Mrs Poyser 
thought she noticed a surprising improvement in 
Hetty. To be sure, the girl got " closer tempered, 
and sometimes she seemed as if there 'd be no draw- 
ing a word from her with cart-ropes ;" but she 
thought much less about her dress, and went after 
the work quite eagerly, without any telling. And 
it was wonderful how she never wanted to go out 
now — indeed, could hardly be persuaded to go ; and 
she bore her aunt's putting a stop to her weekly 
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lesson in fine-work at the Chase, without the least 
grumbling or pouting. It must be, after all, that 
she had set her heart on Adam at last, and her 
sudden freak of wanting to be a lady's-maid must 
have been caused by some little pique or misunder- 
standing between them, which had passed by. For 
whenever Adam came to the Hall Farm, Hetty 
seemed to be in better spirits, and to talk more than 
at other times, though she was almost sullen when 
Mr Craig or any other admirer happened to pay a 
visit there. 

Adam himself watched her at first with trembling 
anxiety, which gave way to surprise and delicious 
hope. Five days after delivering Arthur's letter, he 
had ventured to go to the Hall Farm again — not 
without dread lest the sight of him might be pain- 
ful to her. She was not in the house-place when he 
entered, and he sat talking to Mr and Mrs Poyser 
for a few minutes with a heavy fear on his heart 
that they might presently tell him Hetty was ill. 
But by-and-by there came a light step that he knew, 
and when Mrs Poyser said, '* Come, Hetty, where 
have you been ? " Adam was obliged to turn round, 
though he was afraid to see the changed look there 
must be in her face. He almost started when he 
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saw her smiling as if she were pleased to see him — 
looking the same as ever at a first glance, only that 
she had her cap on, which he had never seen her 
in before when he came of an evening. Still, when 
he looked at her again and again as she moved about 
or sat at her work, there was a change : the cheeks 
were as pink as ever, and she smiled as much as she 
had ever done of late, but there was something 
diflferent in her eyes, in the expression of her face, 
in all her movements, Adam thought — ^something 
harder, older, less child-like. "Poor thing!" he 
said to himself, " that's allays likely. It's because 
she's had her first heart-ache. But she's got a spirit 
to bear up under it. Thank God for that ! " 

As the weeks went by and he saw her always 
looking pleased to see him — turning up her lovely 
face towards him as if she meant him to understand 
that she was glad for him to come — and goiog about 
her work in the same equable way, making no sign 
of sorrow, he began to believe that her feeling to- 
wards Arthur must have been much slighter than he 
had imagined in his first indignation and alarm, and 
that she had been able to think of her girlish fancy 
that Arthur was in love with her, and would marry 
her, as a folly of which she was timely cured. Apd 
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it perhaps was", as he had sometimes, in his more 
cheerful moments, hoped it would be — ^her heart was 
really turning with all the more warmth towards the 
man she knew to have a serious love for her. 

Possibly you think that Adam was not at all 
sagacious in his interpretations, and that it was 
altogether extremely unbecoming in a sensible man 
to behave as he did — ^falling in love with a girl who 
really had nothing more than her beauty to recom- 
mend her, attributing imaginary virtues to her, and 
even condescending to cleave to her after she had 
fallen in love with another man, waiting for her kind 
looks as a patient trembling dog waits for his 
master's eye to be turned upon him. But in so 
complex a thing as human nature we must consider 
it is hard to find rules without exceptions. Of course, 
I know that, as a rule, sensible men fall in love with 
the most sensible women of their acquaintance, see 
through all the pretty deceits of coquettish beauty, 
never imagine themselves loved when they are not 
loved, cease loving on all proper occasions, and 
marry the woman most fitted for them in every 
respect — ^indeed, so as to compel the approbation of 
all the maiden ladies in their neighbourhood. But 
even to this rule an exception will occur now and 
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then in the lapse of centuries, and my friend Adam 
was one. For my own part, however, I respect 
him none the less : nay, I think the deep love he 
had for that sweet, rounded, blossom-like, dark-eyed 
Hetty, of whose inward self he was really very igno- 
rant, came out of the very strength of his nature, and 
not out of any inconsistent weakness. Is it any 
weakness, pray, to be wrought on by exquisite 
music? — to feel its' wondrous harmonies searching 
the subtlest windings of your soul, the delicate fibres 
of life where no memory can penetrate, and binding 
together your whole being past and present in one 
jmspeakable vibration : melting you in one moment 
with all the tenderness, all the love that has been 
scattered through the toilsome years, concentrating 
in one emotion of heroic courage or resignation all 
the hard-leamt lessons of self-renouncing sympathy, 
blending your present joy with past sorrow, and 
your present sorrow with all your past joy ? If not, 
then neither is it a weakness to be so wrought upon 
by the exquisite curves of a woman's cheek and 
neck and arms, by the liquid depths of her beseech- 
ing eyes, or the sweet childish pout of her lips. For 
the beauty of a lovely woman is like music : what 
can one say more ? Beauty has an expression beyond 
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and far above the one woman's soul that it clothes, 
as the words of genius have a wider meaning than 
the thought that prompted them : it is more than a 
woman's love that moves us in a woman's eyes — it 
seems to be a far-oflf mighty love that has come near 
to us, and made speech for itself there ; the rounded 
neck, the dimpled arm, move us by something more 
than their prettiness — ^by their close kinship with 
all we have known of tenderness and peace. The 
noblest nature sees the most of this impersonal ex- 
pression in beauty (it is needless to say that there 
are gentlemen with whiskers dyed and undyed who 
see none of it whatever), and for this reason, the 
noblest nature is often the most blinded to the 
character of the one woman's soul that the beauty 
clothes. Whence, I fear, the tragedy of human life 
is likely to continue for a long time to come, in spite 
of mental philosophers who are ready with the best 
receipts for avoiding all mistakes of the kind. 

Our good Adam had no fine words into which he 
could put his feeling for Hetty : he could not dis- 
guise mystery in this way with the appearance of 
knowledge ; he called his love frankly a mystery, as 
you have heard him. He only knew that the sight 
and memory of her moved him deeply, touching the 
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spring of all love and tenderness, all faith and 
courage within him. How could he imagine nar- 
rowness, selfishness, hardness in her ? He created 
the mind he believed in out of his own, which was 
large, unselfish, tender. 

The hopes he felt about Hetty softened a little 
his feeling towards Arthur. Surely his attentions 
to Hetty must have been of a slight kind ; they 
were altogether wrong, and such as no man in 
Arthur's position ought to have allowed himself, 
but they must have had an air of playfulness about 
them, which had probably blinded him to their 
danger, and had prevented them from laying any 
strong hold on Hetty's heart. As the new promise 
of happiness rose for Adam, his indignation and 
jealousy began to die out : Hetty was not made un- 
happy ; he almost believed that she liked him best ; 
and the thought sometimes crossed his mind that 
the friendship which had once seemed dead for ever 
might revive in the days to come, and he would not 
have to say "good-by'' to the grand old woods, but 
would like them better because they were Arthur's. 
For this new promise of happiness, following so 
quickly on the shock of pain, had an intoxicating 
effect on the sober Adam, who had all his life been 
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used to much hardship and moderate hope. Was he 
really going to have an easy lot after all ? It seemed 
so ; for at the beginning of November Jonathan 
Burge, finding it impossible to replace Adam, had at 
last made up his mind to offer him a share in the busi- 
ness, without farther condition than that he should 
continue to give his energies to it, and renounce all 
thought of having a separate business of his own. 
Son-in-law or no son-in-law, Adam had made him- 
self too necessary to be parted with, and his head- 
work was so much more important to Burge than 
his skill in handicraft, that his having the manage- 
ment of the woods made little difference in the 
value of his services ; and as to the bargains about 
the Squire's timber, it would be easy to call in a 
third person. Adam saw here an opening into a 
broadening path of prosperous work, such as he 
had thought of with ambitious longing ever since 
he was a lad : he might come to build a bridge, or a 
town-hall, or a factory, for he had always said to 
himself that Jonathan Burge's building business was 
like an acorn, which might be the mother of a great 
tree. So he gave his hand to Burge on that bar- 
gain, and went home with his mind full of happy 
visions, in which (my refined reader will perhaps be 
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shocked when I say it), the image of Hetty hovered 
and smiled over plans for seasoning timber at a 
trifling expense, calculations as to the cheapening 
of bricks per thousand by water-carriage, and a 
favourite scheme for the strengthening of roofs and 
walls with a peculiar form of iron girder. What 
then ? Adam's enthusiasm lay in these things ; 
and our love is inwrought* in our enthusiasm as 
electricity is inwrought in the air, exalting its 
power by a subtle presence. 

Adam would be able to take a separate house 
now, and provide for his mother in the old one ; 
his prospects would justify his marrying very soon, 
and if Dinah consented to have Seth, their mother 
would perhaps be more contented to live apart 
from Adam. But he told himself that he would not 
be hasty — ^he would not try Hetty's feeling for him 
until it had had time to grow strong and firm. How- 
ever, to-morrow, after church, he would go to the 
Hall Farm and tell them the news. Mr Poyser, he 
knew, would like it better than a five-pound note, 
and he should see if Hetty's eyes brightened at it. 
The months would be short with all he had to fill his 
mind, and this foolish eagerness which had come over 
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him of late mnst not hurry him into a«ny premature 
words. Yet when he got home and told his mother 
the good news, and ate his supper, while she sat 
by almost crying for joy, and wanting him to eat 
twice as much as usual because of this good-luck, 
he could not help preparing her gently for the com- 
ing change, by talldng of the old house being too 
small for them all to go on living in it always. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE BETBOTHAL. 

It was a diy Sunday, and really a pleasant day for 
the 2d of November. There was no sunshine, but 
the clouds were high, and the wind was so still 
that the yellow leaves which fluttered down from 
the hedgerow elms must have fallen from pure 
decay. Nevertheless, Mrs Poyser did not go to 
church, for she had taken a cold too serious to be 
neglected ; only two winters ago she had been laid 
up for weeks with a cold ; and since his wife did 
not go to church, Mr Poyser considered that on the 
whole it would be as well for him to stay away too 
and " keep her company."' He could perhaps have 
given no precise form to the reasons that deter- 
mined this conclusion ; but it is well known to all 
experienced minds that our firmest convictions are 
often dependent on subtle impressions for which 
words are quite too coarse a medium. However it 
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was, no one from the Poyser family went to church 
that afternoon except Hetty and the boys; yet. 
Adam was bold enough to join them after church, 
and say that he would walk home with them, though 
all the way through the village he appeared to be 
chiefly occupied with Marty and Tommy, telling 
them about the squirrels in Binton Coppice, and 
promising to take them there some day. But when 
they came to the fields he said to the boys, " Now 
then, which is the stoutest walker ? Him as gets 
to th' home-gate first shall be the first to go^with 
me to Binton Coppice on the donkey. But Tommy 
must have the start up to the next stile, because 
he's the smallest/' 

Adam had never behaved so much like a deter- 
mined lover before. As soon as the boys had both 
set oflF, he looked down at Hetty and said, " Won't 
you hang on my arm, Hetty V in a pleading tone, 
as if he had already asked her and she had refused. 
Hetty looked up at him smilingly and put her 
round arm through his in a moment It was no- 
thing to her — putting her arm through Adam's ; but 
she knew he cared a great deal about having her 
arm through his, and she wished him to care. Her 
heart beat no faster, and she looked at the half-bare 
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hedgerows and the ploughed field with the same 
sense of oppressive dulness as befora But Adam 
scarcely felt that he was walking; he thought 
Hetty must know that he was pressing her arm a 
little — a very little ; words rushed to his lips that 
he dared not utter — that he had made up his mind 
not to utter yet; and so he was silent for the length 
of that field. The calm patience with which he 
had once waited for Hetty's love, content only with 
her presence and the thought of the future, had 
forsaken him since that terrible shock nearly three 
months ago. The agitations of jealousy had given 
a new restlessness to his passion — ^had made fear 
and uncertainty too hard almost to bear. But 
though he might not speak to Hetty of his love, he 
Would tell her about his new prospects, and see if 
she would be pleased. So when he was enough 
master of himself to talk, he said — 

" I'm going to tell your uncle some news that 'U 
surprise liim, Hetty ; and I think he'll be glad to 
hear it too." 

" What's that ?" Hetty said, indiflferently. 

"Why, Mr Burge has offered me a share in his 
business, and I'm going to take it." 

There was a change in Hetty's face, certainly not 
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produced by any agreeable impression from this 
news. In fact, she felt a momentary annoyance and 
alarm ; for she had so often heard it hinted by her 
uncle that Adam might have Mary Burge and a share 
in the business any day if he liked, that she asso^ 
ciated the two objects now, and the thought imme- 
diately occurred that perhaps Adam had given her 
up because of what had happened lately, and had 
turned towards Mary Burge. With that thought, 
and before she had time to remember any reasons 
why it could not be true, came a new sense of for- 
sakenness and disappointment : the one thing — the 
one person — ^her mind had rested on in its dull 
weariness had slipped away from her, and peevish 
misery filled her eyes with tears. She was looking 
on the ground, but Adam saw her face, saw the 
tears, and before he had finished saying, "Hetty, 
dear Hetty, what are you crying for?" his eager 
rapid thought had fiown through all the causes 
conceivable to him, and had at last alighted on 
half the true one. Hetty thought he was going 
to marry Mary Burge — she didn't like him to 
marry — ^perhaps she didn't like him to marry any 
one but herself? All caution was swept away- 
all reason for it was gone, and Adam could feel 
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nothing but trembling joy. He leaned towards her 
and took her hand, ,as he said — 

"I could afford to be married now, Hetty — I 
could make a wife comfortable ; but I shall never 
want to be married if you won't have me/' 

Hetty looked up at him and smiled through her 
tears, as she had done to Arthur that first evening in 
the wood, when she had thought he was not coming, 
and yet he came. It was a feebler relief, a feebler 
triumph she felt now, but the great dark eyes and 
the sweet lips were as beautifiil as ever, perhaps 
more beautiful, for there was a more luxuriant 
womanliness about Hetty of late. Adam could 
hardly believe in the happiness of that moment. 
His right hand held her left, and he pressed her 
arm close against his heart as he leaned down to- 
wards her. 

" Do you really love me, Hetty ? Will you be 
my own wife, to love and take care of as long as I 
live?" 

Hetty did not speak, but Adam's face was very 
close to hers, and she put up her round cheek 
against his, like a kitten. She wanted to be 
caressed — she wanted to feel as if Arthur ' were 
with her again. 
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Adam cared for no words after that, and they 
hardly spoke through the rest of the walk. He 
only said, " I may tell your uncle and aunt, mayn't 
I, Hetty?'' and she said, "Yes." 

The red fire-light on the hearth at the Hall Farm 
shone on joyftd faces that evening, when Hetty was 
gone up-stairs and Adam took the opportunity of 
telling Mr and Mrs Poyser and the grandfather 
that he saw his way to maintaining a wife now, 
and that Hetty had consented to have him. 

" I hope youVe no objections against me for her 
husband," said Adam ; " I'm a poor man as yet, but 
she shall want nothing as I can work for." 

" Objections ?" said Mr Poyser, while the grand- 
father leaned forward and brought out his long "Nay, 
nay." "What objections can we ha' to you, lad? 
Never mind your being poorish as yet ; there's 
money in your head-piece as there's money i' the 
sown field, but it must ha' time. You'n got enough 
to begin on, and we can do a deal tow'rt the bit o' 
furniture you'll want Thee'st got feathers and 
linen to spare — plenty, eh ?" 

This question was of course addressed to Mrs 
Poyser, who was wrapped up in a warm shawl, and 
was too hoarse to speak with her usual facility. 
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At first she only nodded emphatically, but she was 
presently unable to resist the temptation to be more 
explicit 

'' It 'ud be a poor tale if I hadna feathers and 
linen/' she said, hoarsely, " when I never sell a fowl 
but what's plucked, and the wheel's a-going every 
day o' the week." 

" Come, my wench,'' said Mr Poyser, when Hetty 
came down, '' come and kiss us, and let us wish 
you luck." 

Hetty went very quietly and kissed the big good- 
natured man. 

" There ! " he said, patting her on the back, " go 
and kiss your aunt and your grandfather. I'm as 
wishful t' have you settled well as if you was my 
own daughter ; and so's your aunt, I'll be bound, 
for she's done by you this seven 'ear, Hetty, as if 
you'd been her' own. Come, come, now," he went 
on, becoming jocose, as soon as Hetty had kissed 
her aunt and the old man, "Adam wants a kiss too, 
I'll warrant, and he's a right to one now." 

Hetty turned away, smiling, towards her empty 
chair. • 

" Come, Adam, then, take one," persisted Mr 
Poyser, " else y' arena half a man." 
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Adam got up, blushing like a small maiden — 
great strong fellow as lie was — and, putting his 
arm round Hetty, stooped down and gently kissed 
her lips. 

It was a pretty scene in the red fire-light : for 
there were no candles ; why should there be, when 
the fire was so bright and was reflected from all the 
pewter and the polished oak ? No one wanted to 
work on a Sunday evening. Even Hetty felt some- 
thing like contentment in the midst of all this love. 
Adam's attachment to her, Adam's caress, stirred 
no passion in her, were no longer enough to satisfy 
her vanity ; but they were the best her life offered 
her now — ^they promised her some change. 

There was a great deal of discussion before Adam 
went away, about the possibility of his finding a 
house that would do for him to settle in. No house 
was empty except the one next to Will Masker/s 
in the village, and that was too small for Adam 
now. Mr Poyser insisted that the best plan would 
be for Seth and his mother to move,*" and leave 
Adam in the old home, which might be enlarged 
after a while, for there was plenty of space in the 
woodyard and garden ; but Adam objected to turn- 
ing his mother out 
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" Well, well/' said Mr Poyser at last, " we 
needna fix iverything to-night. We must take 
time to consider* You canna think o' getting mar- 
ried afore Easter. I'm not for long courtships, 
but there must be a bit o' time to make things 
comfortable." 

" Ay, to be sure," said Mrs Poyser, in a hoarse 
whisper; "Christian folks can't be married like 
cuckoos, I reckon." 

" I'm a bit daunted though," said Mr Poyser, 
" When I think as we may have notice to quit, and 
belike be forced to take a farm twenty mile off." 

" Eh," said the old man, staring at the floor, and 
lifting his hands up and down, while his arms 
rested on the elbows of his chair, " it's a poor tale 
if I mun leave th' ould spot, an' be buried in a 
strange parish. An' you'll happen ha' double rates 
to pay," he added, looking up at his son. 

." Well, thee mustna fret beforehand, father," said 
Martin the younger. "Happen the Captain 'nil 
come home and make our peace wi' th' old Squire. 
I build upo' that, for I know the Captain 'ull see 
folks righted if he can." 



CHAPTER XXXV. 



THE HIDDEN DBEAD. 



It was a busy time for Adam — ^the time between 
the beginning of November and the beginning of 
February, and he could see little of Hetty except on 
Sundays. But a happy time, nevertheless; for it 
was taking him nearer and nearer to March, when 
they were to be married ; and all the little prepara- 
tions for their new housekeeping marked the pro- 
gress towards the longed-for day. Two new rooms 
had been " run up " to the old house, for his mother 
and Seth were to live with them after all. lisbeth 
had cried so piteously at the thought of leaving 
Adam, that he had gone to Hetty and asked her if, 
for the love of him, she would put up with his 
mother's ways, and consent to live with her. To 
his great delight, Hetty said, " Yes ; I'd as soon 
she Kved with us as nof Hetty's mind was op- 
pressed at that moment with a worse diiGBculty than 
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poor Lisbeth's ways ; she could not care about them. 
So Adam was consoled for the disappointment he 
had felt when Seth had come back from his visit 
to Snowfield and said "it was no use— Dinah's 
heart wasna turned towards marrying." For when 
he told his mother that Hetty was willing they 
should all live together, and there was no more 
need of them to think of parting, she said, in a more 
contented tone than he had heard her speak in 
since it had been settled that he was to be mar- 
ried, '* Eh, my lad, I'll be as still as th' ould tabby, 
an' ne'er want to do aught but th' oflFal work, as 
she wonna like t' do. An' then, we needna part 
th' platters an' things, as ha' stood on the shelf to- 
gether sin' afore thee wast bom." 

There was only one cloud that now and then 
came across Adam's sunshine: Hetty seemed un- 
happy sometimes. But to all his anxious, tender 
questions, she replied with an assurance that she 
was quite contented and wished nothing different ; 
and the next time he saw her she was more 
lively than usual It might be that she was a little 
overdone with work and anxiety now, for soon after 
Christmas Mrs Poyser had taken another cold, which 
had brought on inflammation, and this illness had 
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confined her to her room all through January. 
Hetty had to manage everything down stairs, and 
half supply Molly's place too, while that good 
damsel waited on her mistress ; and she seemed to 
throw herself so entirely into her new fimctions, 
working with a grave steadiness which was new 
in her, that Mr Poyser often told Adam she was 
wanting to show him what a good housekeeper he 
would have ; but he " doubted the lass was o er- 
doing it — she must have a bit o' rest when her 
aunt could come down stairs." 

This desirable event of Mrs Peyser's coming 
down stairs happened in the early part of February, 
when some mild weather thawed the last patch of 
snow on the Binton Hills. On one of these days, 
soon after her aunt came down, Hetty went to 
Treddleston to buy some of the wedding things 
which were wanting, and which Mrs Poyser had 
scolded her for neglecting, observing that she sup- 
posed " it was because they were not for th' out- 
side, else she'd ha' bought 'em fast enough." 

It was about ten o'clock when Hetty set off, and 
the sKght hoar-frost that had whitened the hedges 
in the early morning had disappeared as the sun 
mounted the cloudless sky. Bright February days 
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have a stronger charm of hope about them than any 
other days in the year. One likes to pause in the 
mild rays of the sun, and look over the gates at the 
patient plough-horses turning at the end of the 
furrow, and think that the beautiful year is all 
before one. The birds seem to feel just the same : 
their notes are as clear as the clear air. There are 
no leaves on the trees and hedgerows, but how 
green all the grassy fields are ! and the dark pur- 
plish brown of the ploughed earth and the bare 
branches, is beautiful too. What a glad world this 
looks like, as one drives or rides along the valleys 
and over the hills ! I have often thought so when, 
in foreign countries, where the fields and woods 
have looked to me like our English Loamshire — 
the rich land tilled with just as much care, the 
woods rolling down the gentle slopes to the green 
meadows — I have come on something by the roadside 
which has reminded me that I am not in Loamshire : 
an image of a great agony — ^the agony of the Cross. 
It has stood perhaps by the clustering apple-blos- 
soms, or in the broad sunshine by the cornfield, or 
at a turning by the wood where a clear brook was 
gurgling below ; and surely, if there came a travel- 
ler to this world who knew nothing of the story of 
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man's life upon it, this image of agony would seem 
to him strangely out of place in the midst of this 
joyous nature. He would not know that hidden 
behind the apple-blossoms, or among the golden 
com, or under the shrouding boughs of the wood, 
there might be a human heart beating heavily with 
anguish : perhaps a young blooming girl, not know- 
ing where to turn for refuge from swift-advancing 
shame ; understanding no more of this life of ours 
than a foolish lost lamb wandering farther and far- 
ther in the nightfall on the lonely heath ; yet tasting 
the bitterest of life's bitterness. 

Such things are sometimes hidden among the 
sunny fields and behind the blossoming orchards; 
and the sound of the gurgling brook, if you came 
close to one spot behind a small bush, would be 
mingled for your ear with a despairing human sob. 
No wonder man's religion has much sorrow in it ; 
no wonder he needs a Suifering God. 

Hetty, in her red cloak and warm bonnet, with 
her basket in her hand, is turning towards a gate 
by the side of the Treddleston road, but not that 
she may have a more lingering enjoyment of the 
sunshine, and think with hope of the long unfolding 
year. She hardly knows that the sun is shining ; 
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and for weeks now, when she has hoped at all, it 
has been for something at which she herself trembles 
and shudders. She only wants to be out of the 
high-road, that she may walk slowly, and not care 
how her face looks, as she dwells on wretched 
thoughts ; and through this gate she can get into a 
field-path behind the wide thick hedgerows. Her 
great dark eyes wander blankly over the fields like 
the eyes of one who is desolate, homeless, unloved, 
not the promised bride of a brave, tender man. 
But there are no tears in them : her tears were 
all wept away in the weary night before she went 
to sleep. At the next stile the pathway branches 
oflF: there are two roads before her — one along by 
the hedgerow, which will by-and-by lead her into 
the road again ; the other across the fields, which 
will take her much farther out of the way into the 
^cantlands, low-shrouded pastures, where she will 
see nobody. She chooses this, and begins to walk 
a little faster, as if she had suddenly thought of an 
object towards which it was worth while to hasten. 
Soon she is in the Scantlands, where the grassy 
land slopes gradually downwards, and she leaves 
the level ground to follow the slope. Farther on 
there is a clump of trees on the low ground, and 
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she is making her way towards it. No, it is not a 
clump of trees, but a dark shrouded pool, so full 
with the wintiy rains that the under boughs of the 
elder-bushes lie low beneath the water. She sits 
down on the grassy bank, against the stooping stem 
of the great oak that hangs over the dark pool 
She has thought of this pool often in the nights of 
the month that has just gone by, and now at last 
she is come to see it. She clasps her hands round 
her knees and leans forward, and looks earnestly at 
it, as if trying to guess what sort of bed it would 
make for her young round limbs. 

No, she has not courage to jump into that cold 
watery bed, and if she had, they might find her — 
they might find out why she had drowned herself. 
There is but one thing left to her : she must go 
away, go where they can't find her. 

After the first on-comrng of her great dread, 
some weeks after her betrothal to Adam, she had 
waited and waited, in the blind vague hope that 
something would happen to set her free from her 
terror; but she could wait no longer. All the 
force of her nature had been concentrated on the 
one eflFort of concealment, and she had shrunk with 
irresistible dread from every course that could tend 
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towards a betrayal of her miserable secret. When- 
ever the thought of writing to Arthur had occurred 
to her, she had rejected it : he could do nothing for 
her that would shelter her from discovery and scorn 
among the relatives and neighbours who once more 
made all her world, now her airy dream had van- 
ished. Her imagination no longer saw happiness 
with Arthur, for he could do nothing that would 
satisfy or soothe her prida No, something else 
would happen — something mvst happen — ^to set her 
free &pm this dread. In young, childish, ignorant 
souls there is constantly this blind trust in some 
unshapen chance : it is as hard to a boy or girl 
to believe that a great wretchedness will actually 
beflEJl them, as to believe that they will die. 

But now necessity was pressing hard upon her — 
now the time of her marriage was close at hand — 
she could no longer rest in this blind trust She 
must run away; she must hide herself where no 
familiar eyes could detect her ; and then the terror 
of wandering out into the world, of which she 
knew nothing, made the possibility of going to 
Arthur a thought which brought some comfort 
with it She felt so helpless now, so unable to 
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fashion the future for herself, that the prospect 
of throwing herself on him had a relief in it which 
was stronger than her pride. As she sat by the 
pool, and shuddered at the dark cold water, the 
hope that he would receive her tenderly — that he 
would care for her and think for her — ^was like 
a sense of lulling warmth, that made her for the 
moment indiflFerent to everything else ; and she 
began now to think of nothing but the scheme 
by which she should get away. 

She had had a letter from Dinah lately, fiill 
of kind words about the coming marriage, which 
she had heard of from Seth ; and when Hetty had. 
read this letter aloud to her uncle, he had said, 
" I wish Dinah 'ud come again now, for she'd be 
a comfort to your aunt when you're gone. What 
do you think, my wench, o' going to see her as soon 
as you can be spared, and persuading her to come 
back wi* you ? You might happen persuade her wi' 
telling her as her aimt wants her, for all she writes 
o' not being able to come." Hetty had not liked 
the thought of going to Snowfield, and felt no 
longing to see Dinah, so she only said, ''It's so 
far oflF, undo." But now she thought this proposed 
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visit would serve as a pretext for going away. She 
would tell her aunt, when she got home again, that 
she should like the change of going to Snowfield 
for a week or ten days. And then, when she got 
to Stoniton, where nobqdy knew her, she would ask 
for the coach that would take her on the way to 
Windsor. Arthur was at Windsor, and she would 
go to him. 

As soon as Hetty had determined on this scheme, 
she rose fix)m the grassy bank of the pool, took up 
her basket, and went on her way to Treddleston, 
for she must buy the wedding things she had come 
out for, though she would never want them. She 
must be careful not to raise any suspicion that she 
was going to run away. 

Mrs Poyser was quite agreeably surprised that 
Hetty wished to go and see Dinah, and try to bring 
her back to stay over the wedding. The sooner she 
went the better, since the weather was pleasant 
now; and Adam, when he came in the evening, 
said, if Hetty could set oflF to-morrow, he would 
make time to go with her to Treddleston, and see 
her safe into the Stoniton coach. 

" I wish I could go with you and take care of 
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you, Hetty," he said, the next morning, leaning 
in at the coach door ; " but you won't stay much 
beyond a week — ^the time 11 seem long." 

He was looking at her fondly, and his strong 
hand held hers in its grasp. Hetty felt a sense 
of protection in his presence — she was used to it 
now : if she could have had the past undone, and 
known no other love than her quiet liking for 
Adam ! The tears rose as she gave him the last 
look. 

" God bless her for loving me," said Adam, as 
he went on his way to work again, with Gyp at his 
heels. 

But Hetty's tears were not for Adam — ^not for 
the anguish that would come upon him when he 
found she was gone from him for ever. They were 
for the misery of her own lot, which took her away 
from this brave tender man who offered up his 
whole life to her, and threw her, a poor helpless 
suppliant, on the man who would think it a mis- 
fortune that she was obliged to cling to him. 

At three o'clock that day, when Hetty was on 
the coach that was to take her, they said, to 
Leicester — ^part of the long, long way to Windsor 
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— ^she felt dimly that she might be travelling all 
this weary journey towards the beginning of new 
niiseiy. 

Yet Arthur was at Windsor; he would surely 
not be angry with her. If he did not mind about 
her as he used to do, he had promised to be good 
to her. 
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